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ADVERTISEMENTS. 


REJECTED MANUSCRIPTS 


Do you want your stories published in an up to date International Maga- 
zine, same size and style of the Standard Magazines of the United States? 


The Literary Critic 


is a new magazine, published in the interest of Story Writers who have been 
unsuccessful in placing their efforts before the public. Every year thousands of 
good short stories that ought to be published find the waste-paper basket, and 
hundreds of trashy stories are printed, because the author is known or has 
influence with a publisher. 

The object of The Literary Critic is: TO PUBLISH twelve best stories 
each month, with the name or nom-de-guerre of the author, 

To read carefully all manuscript, and if the story has any merit, but is lacking 
in other features, to give an honest criticism by mail, carefully sealed, explaining 
fully the defects, in order that the writer may reconstruct the story, and return it 
to us for publication. 

If a story of unusual merit reaches The Literary Critic, we will place the 
story with one of the well-known STANDARD MAGAZINES if so desired, 
and personally introduce the author in this way. 

An editorial article on story construction by a well-known author will appear 
in each issue of the magazine. 

Some of the most successful books on the market to-day, David Haram, 
Eben Holden and others, went the rounds of the publishing houses and were 
rejected. The hired critic sometimes knows less of story construction than the 
author whose MSS. he marks N. G. But once an author's name becomes 
familiar to the world, the demand for his or her copy becomes general, and many 
writers who were unknown a year ago are now regular contributors to the maga- 
zines, and experience no difficulty in placing the same copy that was rejected less 
than a year ago. 

The Literary Critic enters the field to exploit unknown writers, to publish 
their copy and to assist them in gaining a foothold in the literary world, where 
they may gain both fame and money. ‘There are no conditions to fulfil. All 
subscribers to The Literary Critic are entitled to send one story with each 
subscription for a year, price $1.00 

All copy must be sent unrolled, together with the postage to pay for its 
return with the criticism, in case it should fail to be in proper shape when first 
received. 

All remittances, together with the manuscript, must be sent to 


The Literary Critic Publishing Company 


50 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 


References, BEAUMONT TRUST COMPANY, New York City 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 


Less than one cent a day for one month wil! 7, one 


SHARE of TREASURY STOCK WORTH $2.00 


Dividends 


yearly Guaranteed on every dollar invested, Pay. 
able Monthly. No Risk. No Loss. Meney Returned 
if not satisfied. For a short time we will sell a limited 
amount of Treasury Stock at 25 Cents Per Share, 
payable in installments. A few dollars invested now may | 


that years of hard work, self denial and saving could 
neveraccumulate. All Shares are Full-Paid and Non- 
Assessable, with no liabilities, taxes, bonds, liens, 
or Preferred Stock to stand between the stockholder 
and his fair share of the profits. If you desire the large 

rofits which Oil and Mining enterprises yield, insur- 
In ngaregular yearly income, with absolute security 
of money invested, combined with permanent and in- 
creasing value of the investment, favor us with atrial 
ription. For information liberal discount, easy 

terms and novel feature of re Address 


STOCK GUARANTY & SURETY CO. 
850 Market St., SanFrancisco. Cal. 


Write for Free Booklet “ Self Protection 


**GUIDE TO MONEY MAKING” 


Agents wanted in every City and Town to sell stock. | 
| the writer, but strictly according to the 


ook* AN and Treatment ot ng’ 
address. Enclose 6 cents to postage. 
STAMMERING SCHOOL 50 Adelaide St, tetrot, Mich. 


STAMMERING 
AND OTHER SPEECH. CURED 


DEFECTS PERM ANENTLY 
A written guarantee in every case. Modern facilities and 
improved method. Send for illustrated catalog and 
summer rates. 


THE NEW YORK INSTITUTE 


507 MeDonought St., BROOK LYN,N.Y. 


SHORT STOR 


WRITERS, 


Have ed ora po- 
em that you cannot sell ven send 
for my % page book of instruction and long list of maga- 


zines using stories. Price, 30 cents, including criticism 
of one ript. HENRY SMITH, Suite 
American Tract Bidg., New York, 


SEND US NAMES. 


Men, women and young ee here isa splendid open- 


PE: Write for partic eet PUBLICATION COM- 
NY, Dept. 27, 125 East 23d Street, N ork. 
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To Story Writers 


We want at present only stories that do 
not exceed 2,000 words in length—fhe | 


shorter the better. Numorous stories 
are especially desired. 


We pay not according to length, but ac- 
cording tostrength. We pay, furthermore, 
not according to the name or reputation of 


merit of the story. Upon approval of a 
manuscript we state what it is worth to 
us and pay promptly upon author's accep- 
tance. 


We want stories so unusual, original, 
clever and fascinating from beginning to 
end as to interest everyone We don't 


| read roiled manuscripts, manuscripts on 


which the postage is not fully prepaid, nor 


manuscripts unaccompanied by return 


| postage. 


The Shortstory Publishing Company, Boston, Mass. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 


bring high prices. Thousands of good 
stories which might easily be made 
salable, make up the great mass of 
‘rejected manuscripts.” Our School 
of Journalism, in charge of suc- 
cessful authors, criticises,corrects 
and revises, as well as teaches 
how to write. Write for booklet, 


Story Writers 


newspaper correspondents, reporters and 
general contributors are in demand. If 
you have taste or talent for this class of 
work why not profit by it? We offera 
course of instruction that insures a lu- 
crative income in a profession that is 
honorable, congenial and influential. An 
interesting booklet sent free on request. 
Tells how to start right. Address, 


United Press Syndicate 


618 Majestic Bidg., Indianapolis, Ind. 
We can use a number of Stories, 
Poems, Good pri- 
cen. Exclusive market. 
Particulars FREE 


AUTHORS PUBLISHING CO. (INC,), DETROIT, MICHIGAN, 


AUTHOR 


BEGINNERS 
Have your Literary Work 
criticised free of chargeand SE L.A. your stories, poems, 
ete. For particulars address at once, 
The Author's Guide Pubi’g Co.. 156 W. 15th St., New York. 


BE A WRITER 


Earn money writing stories 


pads patie les. Send for book- 

at Writers Need and 

‘ial summer offer. for publication. 
Writers’ Aid Ass’a, 150 D Nassau St., New York City. 


Can You DRAW FUNNY Pictures ? 


Or, if you would like to draw them, write 
for our beautiful colored publication con- 
taining »hotos and free les- 


N MeCARTHY, Direetor, 
5 World Bidg., N. Y. City 


son No. 10. 
National School of Carleatare, 
» We want stories and po- 


A- A—WRITERS: s ems for immediate publica- 


tion, Send us your work. Address, St. James 
Publishing Co., Suite 1201, ‘St. James 
Bldg., New York. 


LEARN 
TO WRITE 
ADVERTISEMENTS 


Life is open to che American girlofambition. The newest, broadest 
ma brightest le that of WRITING ADVERTISEMENTS. Two- 


men 
riters, 


Succesetul 


rilsement 


Of 
Page-Davie Co., Suite 25,90 Wabesk Ave,,Chieago 


HORT STORIES 


Your Mss. 


Will not go into the 
editor’s waste basket if 


INDEX 


STORY 
WRITERS’ 

No other book like this 
published. Gives names 
and addresses of editors 
and syndicates which 
purchase short stories of 
all kinds. Complete in- 
formation as to character 
length of stories suited to each. Special 


and 
instructions how and where to market your 
work. Sent prepaid for 50 cents. 


INDEX PUBLISHING CO. ,415-46th St... Chicago. 


LEARN PROOFREADING. 


If you possess a fair education, why not utilize it at a genteel 
and uncrowded profession paying $15 to $36 weekly? Situations 
always obtainable. We are the original instructors by mail. 


HOME CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, Philadelphia 


HOW TO SELL SHORT STORIES 


and Story-Writing 
Manuseripts criti 
com or publi 

on commission 
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aught by mail. 
‘ised, corrected, 
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contributor; how and where to sel! 
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staff of specialists; founded 1896. 

The National Press Association, 63 Baldwin 

Building, Ind. 
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MSS. REVISED BY EXPERTS 

Professional advice and criticism. We have a demand 
Send for Leaflet E. 

United Literary Press, 127 5th Ave., New York. 

Critieised, 
Writers advised by expert literar a 
ers, thoroughly in touch with leadi 


technical Mevision, 
advice, posal. 
Rererences: Ilezekiah Butter- 
worth, Mrs. Burton i{ricce. Thos, 
to WM. A. SRE ER 
. 10, Broadway, 
Mention The Black Cat. 

SUCCESSFULLY PLACED 
for Short Stories, Illustrated Articles and Book MSS. 
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Manuscripts 
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publishers, and familiar with thelr 


wants. Sales o ated. Terms very 
moderate. Write for booklet describing 


Department of Manuscripts of the 
School of Journalism. 


“Wayside Tales ”’ Prize Story Contest 


Send ten cents and your newsdealer’s name for a six months’ subscription and full particulars. 
WAYSIDE TALES, 300 Buhl Block, DETROIT, MICH. 
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Less than one cent a day for one month will buy one 
SHARE of TREASURY STOCK WORTH $2.00 


yearly Guaranteed on every dollar invested, Pay. 
able Monthly. No Risk. No Loss. Meney Returned 
if not satisfied. For a short time we will sell a limited 
amount of Treasury Stock at 25 Cents Per Share, 
payable in installments. A few dollarsinvested now may 


that years of hard work, self denial and saving could 
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Assessable, with no liabilities, taxes, bonds, liens, 
or Preferred Stock to stand between the stockholder 
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THE NEW YORK INSTITUTE 
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To Story Writers 


We want at present only stories that do 
not exceed 2,000 words in length —fthe 
shorter the better. Numorous stories 
are especially desired. 


We pay not according to length, but ac- 
cording tostrength. We pay, furthermore, 
not according to the name or reputation of 
the writer, but strictly according to the 
merit of the story. Upon approval of a 
manuscript we state what it is worth to 
us and pay promptly upon author's accep- 
tance. 


We want stories so unusual, original, 
clever and fascinating from beginning to 
end as to interest everyone We don't 
read rolled manuscripts, manuscripts on 
which the postage is not fully prepaid, nor 
manuscripts unaccompanied by return 
postage. 


The Shortstory Publishing Company, Boston, Mass. 
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Any of these FREE 


Articles 
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A Monthly Magazine of Original Short Stories. 
Copyright, 1902, by The Shortstory Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 


Vol. VIL, No. 10, T 9 5 cents a copy. 
Whole No., 82. JULY, 1902. 60 cents a year. 


Entered at the Post-Office at Boston, Mass., as second-class matter. 


Tae Brack Cart is devoted exclusively to original, unusual, fascinating stories— every 
number is complete in itself. It publishes no serials, translations, borrowings, or stealings. 
It pays nothing for the name or reputation of a writer, but the highest price on record for Sto- 
ries that are Stories, and it pays not according to length, but according to strength. To receive 
attention, manuscripts must be sent unrolled, fully prepaid, and accompanied by addressed 
and stamped envelope for return. All MSS. are received and returned at their writers’ risk. 


CAUTION. — The entire contents of Tut BLACK CAT are protected by copyright, and publish- 
ers everywhere are cautioned against reproducing any of the stories, eit w y or in part. 


The Jockey Who Went to Sleep,* 


BY LOUIS WESLYN. 


HE City Editor had declared in emphatic terms 
that there must be a change for the better. 
“What the Daily Times needs above all else,” 
he had insisted, “is feature stuff —local feature 
stuff; mind you, it must be local. We are get- 
ting all the news, but there’s lots of good feature 

material in this town that’s going to waste.” And he had wound 

up his council of war with a demand that every reporter on the 
paper exert himself to his utmost toward attaining the much 
desired end. 

For six weeks following that memorable lecture by the “man 


* Copyright, 1902, by The Shortstory Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 
* The writer of this story received a cash prize of $200 in Tae Brack Cat story con- 
test ending February 26, 1902. 
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2 THE JOCKEY WHO WENT TO SLEEP. 


on the desk” the columns of the Times had surprised every one 
connected with the editorial department—the Managing Editor 
most of all, the latter dignitary even going so far as to send down 
a note to the local room expressing his satisfaction at the good 
feature work that was being done by the city staff and urging 
“the boys” to “ keep it up.”’ 

But it was no easy task to keep it up. In an inland city of 
little more than a hundred thousand inhabitants it requires but a 
short time for a force of energetic newspaper workers to exhaust 
all subjects of interest aside from the regular news of the day. 
The Times reporters found at the end of six weeks that if any- 
thing in town worth writing about had been overlooked by them 
it must surely have been something beyond the reach of human 
vision. 

Sanderson, especially, felt that he was at the end of his string, 
as he expressed it, and when the City Editor requested him 
to prepare a good column feature story for next Saturday's 
paper the little reporter’s jaw dropped despairingly. Sandy — 
everybody called ‘him “Sandy” — remarked to the Municipal 
Reporter that he “ was up against it.” 

“Why don’t you fake up something?” suggested the Municipal 
Reporter, who, being a writer of city politics, had no conscience. 

*Can’t,” replied Sandy, mournfully. “ The City Editor would 
be certain to catch me at it. And he said the other day that the 
first chap to write a fake story —or to write anything that he 
can’t verify — will be jugged.” And Sandy went despondingly 
about his business, leaving the Municipal Reporter to beat out 
another city hall scandal on his trusty typewriter. 

The week was speeding along to a close and Sanderson, for the 
life of him, was unable to unearth his column feature story. He 
had searched every nook and corner of the city in the hope of 
hitting upon something that would furnish him with an available 
idea, but his search was in vain. All of this time, of course, he 
was pursuing his regular routine duties, the feature work being of 
a special nature. Somehow his brain, usually so active, seemed to 
be at a standstill and refused absolutely to help him out of his 
predicament. Every one who belongs to the great army of news- 
paper workers will readily understand and appreciate Sanderson's 
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THE JOCKEY WHO WENT TO SLEEP. 3 


situation, for there comes a time—many times, perhaps — in 
every writer's experience when his tired-out mental machinery 
imitates the balky horse. 

Friday afternoon the City Editor said to Sanderson, in his ex- 
asperatingly nonchalant manner: “Turn in that feature story of 
yours this evening, Sandy.” 

“ Yes, sir,” said Sandy. 

“Tt will run fully a column, of course, Sandy?” said the City 
Editor. 

“Oh, fully a column,” said Sandy. 

And then Sandy went back to his desk and mussed his shaggy 
brown hair about in all directions with one hand while he bit the 
nails of the other hand down to the quick. ‘ What in the name 
of all the green-eyed devils am I to do?” he groaned to himself. 

Then, of a sudden, his loafing brain got up and shook itself (as 
it were) and started a-going again. For Sandy’s desperate eye, 
travelling on a swift, restless journey about the room, had chanced 
to alight upon a big photograph leaning against a drawer of the 
Sporting Editor’s desk—a photograph of the celebrated race 
horse * Billy Boy.” 

Quick as a flash of lightning Sandy remembered something, and 
the recollection was as a life preserver to a drowning man. He 
remembered the story of The Jockey Who Went to Sleep,” to 
quote the headline that appeared over his article in the Times on 
the following day. The story had been told him several years 
before by the well-known race horse trainer Sam Lesterbrook, of 
Nashville, and Sandy had never published it on account of a 
promise he had given—a promise to wait until the jockey in 
question (an intimate friend of the trainer), had retired from the 
turf, before making the matter public property. 

Now behold how wonderful are the workings of the human 
brain! The photograph of the race horse had suggested to 
Sandy’s mind the once-familiar name of Sam Lesterbrook, and the 
name of Sam Lesterbrook had brought back to him the long-for- 
gotten story of * The Jockey Who Went to Sleep.” 

Sandy sat up in his chair very suddenly. ‘Say, Charlie!” he 
called across the room to the Sporting Editor, “ what’s become 
of the jockey Davy Wingfield ?” 
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4 THE JOCKEY WHO WENT TO SLEEP, 


“ Dead,” said the Sporting Editor. ‘ Died at the Oakland meet 
in California last winter.” 

“Good!” cried Sandy, with enthusiasm. 

“ What?” roared the Sporting Editor. 

“T mean —I mean that’s too bad,” said Sandy. 

But he didn’t look as if he meant it. His typewriter was ready 
for business in the twinkling of a second. A feature story at last! 
Anda good one too! There was no reason now why that inci- 
dent of sporting life, as related by Sam Lesterbrook, should not be 
given publicity. The jockey was dead — beyond all human criti- 
cism — and the printing of the story couldn’t injure him now. 

And then there descended a wet blanket in the form of a dis- 
comforting thought. ‘The City Editor had insisted that every 
feature story turned in by his staff must be of local interest en- 
tirely. However, Sandy’s enthusiasm was roused to the proper 
reportorial pitch by this time, and when a reporter possessing the 
true newspaper instinct has a good story to tell he will find a way 
to tell it every timé, no matter what obstacles thrust themselves 
in the way. 

“T'll just stretch a point and localize the thing,” muttered 
Sandy. And without more ado he bent himself to his job and 
was soon tapping out his afterward famous story of the jockey 
who, being worn out on account of sitting awake for two nights 
by the bedside of his sick sweetheart, went to sleep while riding 
in a ten-thousand-dollar event at Lexington and didn’t wake up 
until the race was lost. Sandy “localized the thing” in a manner 
familiar to all reporters —by beginning his story in this way: 
“Sam Lesterbrook, the prominent race horse trainer, was in this 
city yesterday on his way East and, in conversation with a Times 
reporter, told a remarkable story, etc., etc., etc.” 

Of course Sandy was guilty of telling a lie when he wrote that 
introductory paragraph—lie No. 1. The present scribe doesn’t 
attempt to defend Sandy for telling that lie, nor for those he told 
later on, but will say this much for him — that, at least, that first 
one seemed a harmless falsehood, from Sandy’s standpoint, and 
was quite necessary in order to print the story. 

The Zimes had never published before —and, I’m sure, has 


never published since —a better special article than that one 
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about “The Jockey Who Went to Sleep.” It was such an un- 
usual story, and Sandy had written it so well, that it attracted 
more than passing attention everywhere. A Cincinnati paper 
copied it the very following day on its sporting page, and before 
the month had expired many of the big dailies from New York to 
San Francisco had followed suit. The City Editor, true to his 
everlasting policy, had nothing to say by way of approval, but 
Sandy knew that he was pleased, nevertheless. Sandy’s associates 
on the city staff, with one exception, were not backward, however, 
in complimenting him upon his successful effort. 

The exception was the Sporting Editor. “ Why in thunder,” 
said that worthy, with ill-humor, “didn’t you tell me that Sam 
Lesterbrook was in town, Sandy? I wanted to get some informa- 
tion from him about ‘ Billy Boy.’ ” 

“Oh,” said Sandy, “I was so absorbed in my story that I forgot 
to mention the matter to you, Charlie.” 

Which was lie No. 2. 

Then came the evening of April fifth—Sandy always re- 
membered the date. He was preparing to leave the office, the 
day’s work being finished (the Times is an afternoon paper), when 
he received word that the City Editor wished to see him. He 
hurried to the City Editor’s room and found his chief in consul- 
tation with two men —strangers to Sandy. Somehow, without 
knowing why, Sandy felt uneasy. 

Ah — Sanderson,” began the City Editor, gazing sharply at 
the little reporter through his nose glasses, “ where did you get 
that story of yours about the jockey who went to sleep?” 

Sandy’s uneasiness increased, but he made up his mind to stand 
his ground. “ Why, I got it from the horse trainer, Sam Lester- 
brook,” he answered, “just as I explained at the beginning of 
the article.” 

“You would be willing to swear to that?” the City Editor 
inquired, in a tone of voice that plainly implied doubt. 

“Willing to swear that Sam Lesterbrook told me the story ? 
Yes, sir, 1 would take my solemn oath on it,” said Sandy, stoutly, 
relieved at the turn the conversation had taken. 

But he wasn’t out of hot water yet, for the City Editor, picking 
up his file of Times back-numbers, next demanded : 
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*“ And you wrote the story on the second day of March?” 

“I did,” said Sandy. He was conscious that the eyes of the 
two visitors were scrutinizing him closely and realized that he 
was being examined for their benefit. 

The City Editor had by this time come across the paper he 
wanted — a copy of the Times of March third — and, removing it 
from its place on the file, handed it to one of the men. 

“ There’s the article on the fourth page,” he said. Then, turn- 
ing to Sandy, he continued: “If you had an interview with Sam 
Lesterbrook on March second—the day before that story was 
printed — there’s no doubt, of course, that Sam Lesterbrook was 
in the city on March second ?” 

Sandy had felt it coming and was prepared for it. He hadn't 
the least idea in the world what the silent visitors had to do with 
the matter, but he did know one thing for a certainty — that he 
couldn’t afford to lose his job on the Times. 

“Of course there can be no doubt of it,” he replied, without a 
blush. 

And that was lie No. 3. 

The City Editor turned to the two callers. “Is there anything 
that you would like to ask him, gentlemen?” he inquired. 

The man who held the paper, and who had been scanning the 
article in question, shook his head. “No,” he said. “ This 
knocks our case flat.” 

“Very well. Thanks, Sanderson; that'll be about all”; and 
there was actually a kindly look in the City Editor’s eyes. 

Sandy experienced a pang of remorse. “ He is thinking what a 
trustworthy fellow I am,” he said to himself. 

As the reporter left the room he overheard the City Editor's 
query, “ Are you satisfied, gentlemen?” and the answer of one 
of the men, “ Yes, we’re satisfied that we were on the wrong 
track, confound it!” 

Sandy was sorely puzzled. What were the two strangers trying 
to “get at,” anyway? He hoped that the City Editor would 
give him some explanation of the incident, but was doomed to 
disappointment, for the City Editor would vouchsafe no informa- 
tion; in fact he never even mentioned the thing again. 

But Sandy didn’t have to wait long for enlightenment. Judge 
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of his state of mind when, three days later, he read the following 
telegraph news item in the Times: 


NasnvItue, Tenn., April 8. The mystery surround- 
ing the murder of the gambler Philip Davies is growing 
deeper. The two detectives who are working upon the 
case returned to this city from their Northern trip last 
night and one of them admitted toa newspaper man that 
the clew upon which they have been working fora month 
has proven entirely groundless. While the detective 
refused to mention any name, it is understood that a 
well known horse trainer was suspected of the crime. 
It will be remembered that the murder occurred in this 
city early in the morning of March second. It now 
transpires that the man who was believed to be the mur- 
derer was in another city, over four hundred miles mer 
on the day of the tragedy, and that it was impossible 
that he could have had anything todo with the killing 
of Davies. There is no doubt whatever that the horse 
trainer was in another city, as he chanced to be inter- 
viewed while there by a newspaper reporter to whom he 
related an interesting reminiscence of the turf that has 
since been copied far and wide in the newspapers 
| throughout America. 


Poor Sandy ! 

“ That’s what comes of trifling with the truth,” he groaned. 
“Tf Sam Lesterbrook did kill that man I am his accomplice in 
crime, for those lies of mine are shielding him from justice.” 

And to make matters worse he remembered that the horse 
trainer was a man of fiery temper — a man who was always ready 
to fight if he believed himself imposed upon. 

For many days Sandy’s mind was a whirlpool of troubled 
thought. But the real mental agony came with the telegraphed 
news from Nashville that a stable man named Brodie had been 
arrested on the charge of shooting the gambler Davies. Sandy 
pulled at his disordered hair in earnest now and bit his poor nails 
until it was painful for him to turn out copy on his typewriter. 
What course should he pursue? He rolled the question about in 
his unhappy head until it became as a nightmare to him. Should 
he come out boldly and honestly with the truth about that feature 
story and thus place his old acquaintance, Sam Lesterbrook, in 
prison while the stable man went free? But what if, after all, Sam 
Lesterbrook were innocent? It would be a deplorable blunder to 
getan innocent man into such terrible trouble. Still, there was the 
stable man — what about him? He might be the innocent one, 
himself, in which case it would be outrageous to allow him to 
suffer for the deed of another. 

Would it do anybody any good to tell the truth about that 
feature story? Would it do anybody any harm? Yes, it was 
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bound to do somebody harm, no matter what bearing it might 
have on the murder case. It would do Sandy harm. For Sandy 
would get “ jugged,” sure as fate. And to get jugged just at 
this time would be awfully inconvenient for Sandy. For Sandy 
was hard up. . 

Well, Sandy lived through a week of this sort of thing and 
then he ran across something that eased his mind considerably. 
It was another news item from Nashville stating that the stable 
man, Brodie, had been released, as there was not sufficient evi- 
dence to hold him for trial. And the item coucluded with these 
words: “ From present appearances the Davies murder will be 
numbered among the unsolved mysteries in Nashville criminal 
history. The police acknowledge they are utterly at sea in regard 
to the case. They say that, so far as they are able to sift the 
matter, there are just two men who could have had any reason for 
killing Davies, who was known as the most good-humored of men, 
despite his questionable profession. One of these two men sus- 
pected by the police (the man just released) has proof that he and 
the gambler recently made up their quarrel of long standing and 
were the best of friends at the time of the tragedy. The other 
man who was under suspicion furnishes an impregnable alibi.” 

The knowledge that the fate of the stable man was not hanging 
upon Sandy’s shoulders was at least of some comfort to the 
reporter. Still he could not shake off the tremendous responsi- 
bility that insisted upon taking a front seat among his thoughts. 
The thing that distressed him most was this question, which 
presented itself to him a hundred times a day: If Sam Lesterbrook 
was innocent of that crime, why on earth should he take advantage 
of the printed misstatement in the Zimes concerning his where- 
abouts on the day of the murder? That was what stumped 
Sandy. 

Continual worry over the matter began to bring dire results 
as the weeks went by. Sandy forgot things — things that the 
City Editor desired that he should remember, too. And Sandy’s 
copy began to be crowded with frightful grammatical blunders. 
And Sandy’s articles began to be miserably weak and uninterest- 
ing. It soon became noticeable that the City Editor was casting 
occasional glances of disapproval at Sandy through his nose-glasses. 
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And then a little piece of gossip started tip-toeing about the local 
room. Sandy was about to be jugged unless his work showed 
decided improvement. 

Sandy sat gloomily at his desk late one afternoon in May, 
staring at the blank sheet of paper in his typewriter. Down in 
the press rooms the last edition of the paper was being noisily 
turned out into the world, and the whole building was vibrating 
from the busy action of the great machines. Most of the local 
staff had gone home, but here and there a reporter sat at his type- 
writer preparing some “ left-over copy ” for the next day’s paper. 
Sandy was in despair. He had been asked by the City Editor to 
write another feature story, and he was discerning enough to 
realize that his future, so far as the Times was concerned, depended 
largely upon the manner in which he fulfilled the “ detail.” 

He had sat silently in the same position for nearly half an hour, 
staring at that blank paper. At last with a quick, nervous move- 
ment, he pushed the typewriter away from him. “No use! no 
use!” he muttered, starting to his feet. “I can’t write. It’s all 
up with me. I'll go and tell the chief the whole wretched truth 
—make a clean breast of it. What’s Sam Lesterbrook to me, 
anyhow? I'll just —” 

But at this point he sat down again very suddenly. For who 
should walk into the local room at that moment but Sam Lester- 
brook himself! 

The horse trainer was grayer and more wrinkled than when 
Sandy had last seen him, at a race meeting in Terre Haute, Ind., 
but there was no mistaking that clear blue eye and erect carriage 
of the head. He gave one sweeping look over the room and then 
walked straight down through the aisle formed by reporters’ desks 
to where Sandy was sitting. 

The newcomer, without a word, extended his hand. Sandy 
grasped it hesitatingly. Then Lesterbook drew up a chair and 
sat down beside the reporter. 

“Sandy,” he said, and there was a twinkle in the bright blue 
eye, “I’ve journeyed up here from New Orleans just to see you — 
and to thank you.” 

The man’s nerve paralyzed Sandy. Lesterbrook drew from his 
vest pocket two big black cigars, handed Sandy one, lighted the 
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other himself, and puffed a great cloud of smoke toward the ceiling. 

“ Sandy,” he began again, lowering his voice so that none of the 
other reporters conld hear his words, “ you’re the most magnificent 
liar in the United States and I admire you immensely. You and 
your stupendous prevarications have done me an inestimable ser- 
vice. There was every reason in the world for the police to sus- 
pect me of shooting that fellow Davies. Although, as Heaven is 
my witness, Sandy, I am as innocent of that crime as you are 
yourself.” 

As the horse trainer uttered these words he became as solemn 
and sober as a judge. Sandy felt that the statement rang true, 
and his heart gave a big thump of thankfulness. 

“I never liked Davies —there’s no denying that,” went on 
Lesterbrook, between puffs at his cigar. “I always thought that 
his good-nature was a sham and that he was in reality a humbug 
and a rascal. I had some words with him once and, in the presence 
of witnesses, foolishly lost my temper and told him to keep out of 
my way or I'd shoot him on sight. Now, listen, Sandy, I was in 
Nashville on the morning of that murder. Nobody knew I was 
in town but my room-mate, for I was sick in bed. When that 
shooting scrape occurred I knew in a minute that I would be sus- 
pected. I laid low. Then my attention was called to that story 
of yours which was going the rounds of the newspapers — that 
story about the jockey who went to sleep, in which you stated — 
a trick of your trade, I suppose — that I was in this city on the 
second of March. Sandy,” and the horse trainer paused long 
enough to send another cloud of tobacco smoke on a journey to the 
ceiling, “that story was my salvation. Circumstantial evidence 
against me was so great that, if it hadn’t been for that yarn of 
yours, there was absolutely nothing that could have saved me. 
Of course, my room-mate, Ben Hollingsworth, would have sworn 
that I was sick in bed throughout the day, but Ben is known to be 
such a life-long friend of mine that everybody would have thought 
he was lying. Besides, Ben’s a notorious liar, anyway. Yes, it 
was your yarn, Sandy, that saved me. It was a faultless alibi and 
the police didn’t dare arrest me. The whole business has blown 
over now and I’ve taken advantage of the first opportunity to come 
up here and see you in person and tell you the truth about the 
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thing, for I didn’t want you to think that I had anything to do 
with the killing of that poor chap.” 

Sandy drew in such an enormous breath of relief that there was 
little fresh air left in the room when he had finished. He opened 
hiss mouth to give voice to his sentiments, but Lesterbrook waved 
him aside. 

“Sandy,” said the horse trainer, “last week I won five thousand 
dollars down at New Orleans on Ellington’s three-year-old, ‘ Billy 
Boy.’ By George! Sandy, that horse is a wonder. Well, if it 
hadn’t been for you, I couldn’t have won the money, for it’s ten to 
one I'd have been in jail. Now, Sandy, I know you're hard up. 
A newspaper man that I met on the train — friend of yours — told 
me so. Half that five thousand is yours by rights, Sandy — and 
there it is.” 

And he placed on Sandy’s desk a bulky roll of crisp greenbacks. 

A curious gurgle came from Sandy’s throat. 

*“ And now,” said the horse trainer, slapping Sandy on the back, 
“come downstairs and have a glass of beer and a sandwich, and 
I'll tell you another story.” 
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Auxons.* 


BY JULIA TRUITT BISHOP. 


ICHARD FANNING threw down the morning 
2 paper and lay out at length on the silk-draped 
lounge. His hands were clasped back of his 
head. He was staring at the ceiling with a look 
of unutterable boredom. 

The new valet moved a chair slightly and 
cleared his throat discreetly. He was but a new valet, and doubt- 
less he felt that to look at that face just now was like listening at 
a keyhole. 4 
“ Don’t knock the furniture about, if you please, Edouard,” sug- 
gested Fanning, not turning his eyes from the ceiling. ‘“ Upon 
my honor, I believe my nerves are going.” 

“Has Monsieur any orders?” asked the new valet softly. It 
was the softness of his tones that had led Fanning to engage him. 
His former valet had possessed a hoarse croak that made excellent 
service of none effect. Of what value was money if one could not 
buy pleasing voice as well as ready hand? 

“Oh, no orders,” said Fanning with the same unchanging stare. 
“I am tired, Edouard —deadly tired. If I knew what to do, I 
give you my word I’d do it.” 

Edouard stood respectfully near, looking down. 

“ Why, for instance, does not Monsieur travel?” he asked with 
quiet suggestion. 

A tired smile curled one corner of Fanning’s mouth. 

“ Because, for instance, my good Edouard,” he replied, “I have 
travelled until I am more tired of that than of anything else. 


* Copyright, 1902, by The Shortstory Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 
* The writer of this story received a cash prize of $100 in Tue BLiack Cat story con- 
test ending February 26, 1902. 
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Talk of travel to a man that knows Port Said by heart, and could 
find his way blindfold about Teheran! Try something else, man.” 

Edouard laid his hand on a chair-back. 

“But while Monsieur has travelled, he has, perchance, never 
seen Auxons,” he suggested again. 

* Auxons? what is that?” asked Fanning, turning his eyes for 
a moment toward the face of the quiet Edouard. 

“Tt is but a little town, Monsieur —a little town in the moun- 
tains of my country,” Edouard hastened to assure him; “ but it is 
very old, and is not without interest.” 

Then for the first time Fanning laughed. 

“ Now, why should you imagine,” he said, “that I have any 
desire to see every little old garlic-smelling French town on the 
map —or not on it? Give me my coat, Edouard — and don’t be 
an idiot.” 

Receiving his coat, and being duly brushed, he went down to 
his club, from whose almost empty windows he stared vacantly at 
the street outside and was consumed with weariness. No one 
was there whom he cared to meet, and he avoided the smiling old 
club Nestor with a haste that was almost rudeness. He was on 
the point of leaving when a certain Mr. Clermont strolled in and 
met him with evident pleasure. Mr. Clermont had _ brought 
European letters of introduction to the club three days ago. 

“Well met!” cried Mr. Clermont. “I have wished to see you 
to say good-bye, as it may be that I shall leave New York for my 
own land to-morrow. And when shall I see you in Paris?” 

“I do not think of going soon,” said Fanning, with a weary 
smile that was scarcely at the trouble to smile at all. _“ You see, 
I have visited Paris so many times —” 

“Ah, but have you seen Auxons?” asked Mr. Clermont with 
enthusiasm. “ Depend upon it, my friend, it is worth the visit to 
France merely to see Auxons.” 

A flash of interest lit Fanning’s eyes. Twice within an hour, 
this place of which he had never heard before had been mentioned 
by men of very different stations in life. He would have asked 
further, but at that moment Mr. Clermont was called away, and 
he did not see him again. 

The unutterable dulness of the club drove him out, and in his 
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wanderings he passed a public library, hesitated and turned back. 
A dark young man who seemed to be a stranger went up the 
marble steps after him. Fanning chose a book and sat down. 
Sometimes a book might be found that was fairly endurable. 

A while later he was aroused by a voice at his side. 

* Pardon, Monsieur,” the dark young man was saying in French, 
“but will you assist me in finding if there is a paper here, pub- 
lished in the little town of Auxons?” 

For a moment Fanning was dumb with amazement. Then he 
courteously arose and began the search. But there was no such 
paper, as he presently communicated to the stranger. 

“Ah,” said the young man with a look of disappointment; 
“doubtless that is because Auxons is not one of the large cities. 
You have, by chance, seen it, Monsieur? ‘True, it is very small, 
but it is very old, and not without interest, Monsieur.” 

The repetition of Edouard’s words gave Fanning a sudden, 
uneasy sense that all this had happened long ago, and that he 
knew what was going to happen next. What did happen next 
was that the young man disappeared with a murmur of thanks, 
and that he restored the book to its place on the shelves. 

“Why should I?” he kept asking scornfully of the Self that 
was already resolving upon a certain thing; and the Self replied, 
“Why not?” 

And perhaps it was because there was no reason for doing it 
that he did it. 

“ Edouard,” he said, half an hour later, “do you know how to 
reach this Auxons of which you speak?” 

“ Assuredly, Monsieur,” said Edouard, after the slightest pause. 

* Then we will start to-morrow,” said Fanning. ‘ There’s money 
—take it, and manage the trip, and spare me the worries.” 

Edouard did not even raise his eyes. There were times when 
Edouard was very impassive. 

“ Monsieur will find everything ready,” he said very quietly. 

A little branch of the Loire tumbled noisily down a gorge ; a lit- 
tle old, old village held a scanty foothold on the slanting edge of 
it. Higher up on the slope, with the torrent a hundred feet down 
and the cliff a thousand feet up, clung the half-ruined chateau. 
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Fanning stood beneath the chateau and looked up and looked 
down. 

“ And this is Auxons!” he said. There was a note of contempt 
in his voice. He had come such a way — to see this! 

“Monsieur is looking upon an old town,” said Edouard in the 
very quiet tones Fanning had liked. “ Its foundations were laid 
by the Gauls —it was old in the days of Cesar, Monsieur. The 
chateau has sheltered Clovis and Charlemagne, and has been the 
abode of one family since before their day.” 

“ Judging from its looks, they have fallen upon evil times,” said 
Monsieur indifferently. 

“Tt would seem so, Monsieur,” said Edouard. “ Does Monsieur 
wish that I tell the ch&teau’s story in the chfteau itself? One 
must be careful of the steps — see how the stones fallaway! This 
is the chapel, Monsieur — newer than the remainder of the chateau, 
and yet very old —so old that it, too, falls to decay.” 

They stood in the ruined chapel, its walls crumbling, its roof 
sagging. At the end was a great stained-glass window, almost 
entire, but the ivy had grown over it on the outside so that most 
of the light was shut off. The old chapel would have been in 
darkness, but that once in a while, the leaves, stirred by the wind, 
parted and let a dull glow through, as though it shone from the 
heart of an opal. 

After a little, Fanning saw that the dark masses on the floor 
were heaps of stones fallen from the thick walls. After a little 
more he saw that the dark something beneath the winking glow 
of the great window was a tomb, with a marble slab closing it. 

Edouard stood near him, very quiet. 

“It is not a pleasant story, that of the ch&teau,” he said, when 
Fanning had turned his eyes upon him and waited for him to 
speak. “It was, as I told Monsieur, a very old family — very old 
and very noble. The men have been great men always — great 
statesmen, great generals, what you will;—and the time was 
when they helped kings with their money. Once their lands 
swept down that valley yonder, and as far as the eye could see in 
three directions from this hill-top. But the Revolution took away 
much, Monsieur, and it was only because Auxons was so far away 
and hidden that it left them even the chateau.” 
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Monsieur was inclined to find the story a little dull. He rested 
one foot on a heap of stones and lit a cigar, encircling the flame of 
the match with his hands. The yellow light, striking up into his 
face, showed how dull he found the story. 

“ For a hundred years, Monsieur, they have been poor,” Edouard 
went on, after the match had died out. ‘Some of them, one may 
suppose, died broken-hearted; but at last there was left only a 
broken old man, with his grandchildren. One of these was a 
girl.” 

For a single moment Edouard paused again; then the low, in- 
flexible voice went on: 

“One of them was a girl, and she was in a convent, being edu- 
cated. But at last the fortunes fell so low that she must be 
brought home; and then her brothers, grown desperate, left her 
with the old man and sold themselves as mercenaries to whatever 
government would buy.” 

“Ts this a continued story, Edouard?” asked Monsieur. “ Be- 
cause if it is, I will take the remainder of it at that little hole-in- 
the-wall you were-pleased to call an inn.” 

* Monsieur will find that it is near the end,” said Edouard with 
a voice that was like velvet. ‘ Monsieur has but to note that, the 
brothers being gone away, the old man died; and that the girl, 
being left penniless, was glad to take a position with an English 
family as governess. Monsieur has but to remember, also, that 
she was just out of a convent, with the face of a Madonna and the 
eyes of an infant.” 

Monsieur spent some silent moments remembering this state- 
ment. During these moments the point of fire on the end of his 
cigar died out. 

“Did you mention the name of this —this family, Edouard?” 
he asked carelessly. It was a carelessness that was somewhat 
marred by a certain thickness of utterance, as of a dry tongue. 

A light sound at the other end of the chapel drew his eyes. 
He saw two men moving slowly up through the shadows. 

“ The girl,” said Edouard, ‘was Mademoiselle Adrienne Louise 
de la Vivaseur. Monsieur will, perhaps, be kind enough to reflect 
if he has ever heard such a name.” 

Monsieur had, apparently, not heard such a name. There was 
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silence. The ivy leaves parted and shot down a crimson ray upon 
the tomb. 

“ Monsieur finds the story more interesting?” asked Edouard of 
the velvet voice. ‘Monsieur will remember that she was the 
daughter of kings and nobles, and that blood of the Crusaders ran 
in her veins. Yet her brothers found her one morning lying 
beside that tomb, dead, with a dead babe in her arms.” 

The two shadowy figures moved up a step nearer, but Monsieur 
did not heed them. He was staring as if fascinated at the tomb 
with the spot of crimson dancing upon it. 

There was silence so deep and so long that it might have lasted 
for years. 

When Monsieur moved, it was toward the tomb. The spot of 
red wavered and trembled upon a carved lettering. 

* To One Forgotten,” he read. 

He still had command of himself. 

“ They placed that above her? Yet she is not forgotten,” he 
said to Edouard. 

“Monsieur takes that for her tomb?” asked Edouard, softly. 
“ But indeed, she was not buried there. She lay down beside it to 
die, but the tomb was not for her. It is reserved, Monsieur, for 
the man who played with the little convent girl, and sent her 
home to die.” 

’ To eyes accustomed to the shadows, it could be seen that Mon- 
sieur’s face had whitened. Yet he spoke lightly. He even 
smiled. 

“*To One Forgotten,’’’ he repeated, looking Edouard in the 
face. “ But he is not forgotten. Perhaps he is not even dead.” 

“ Monsieur,” said Edouard, softly, “ he is both!” 

Edouard had stooped and touched something at his feet, and the 
slab of marble was mysteriously lifted and swung away. Thick 
darkness lay within. 

Monsieur was aware that the two shadows had closed up, and 
were on either hand. He turned his eyes from one to the other of 
them. 

Clermont, of the club, and the dark young stranger of the 
library. 

A sense came upon him that the club and the library were 
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worlds of space and thousands of years away —that the only 
realities were these three dark figures and the tomb by whose cold 
side the daughter of kings and Crusaders had lain down to die. 

—It could not be more cold within than it had been without. 

— And yet he had not meant — 

“T see,” he said, wearily, at the end of that long pause. “No 
doubt you would prefer that I should do this thing voluntarily, 
Monsieur de la Vivaseur?’’ 

“ We should greatly prefer it, Monsieur,” said that one who had 
lately been Edouard. 

Monsieur stepped into the tomb and sat down. 

“You won’t object to my smoking?” he asked, taking out a 
fresh cigar and a match. “It will shorten things, maybe.” 

Monsieur de la Vivaseur’s face was set. 

* Adieu, Monsieur,” he said, giving another touch to that 
mysterious something on the floor. 

There was the glow of a cigar in the darkness as the stone 
swung back and settled into its place. 

At the farther end of the chapel a door opened, and a bent 
figure found its way among the stones. 

“ Have you brought the cement, Jean?” asked Monsieur de la 
Vivaseur. 

“Tt is here, Your Grace,” said the old man. 

“Seal up the tomb— it has been opened for the last time,” said 
Monseigneur; and the three went out, without looking back. 

The old man listened for a furtive moment, with his ear at the 
edge of the marble slab. Silence. 

Then he took the cement and sealed up every crevice, and went 
his way. 

The red glow from the window leaped from the tomb to the 
floor, and crept along it, over the fallen stones, and up the wall, 
as though it were eager to get away. Down among the shadows 
lay the dim gray shape given over to the use of One Forgotten. 
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Lights Out! * 
BY FREDERIC LAURENCE DAVIS. 


CTING under the special orders, from which 
the following is an extract, issued by the com- 
mander of the Potomac Flotilla to his various 
captains and lieutenants, the U. S. 8. Westport 
lay, as if becalmed, in the channel of the 
OZ: Potomac River, not far from Piney Point, on 

Sunday night, the 26th of March, 1864: 


At night, bells are not to be struck, nor whistles blown, nor 
other noise made which will indicate a vessel’s position, nor are 
lights to be shown while running, or when at anchor, except as 
signals in cases of emergency. 


The vessel’s guns were loaded, her small arms charged and 
stacked, the boarding nettings securely fastened and the watch on 
deck paced with measured tread their silent vigil, armed with cut- 
lass and loaded gun. As the night was exceedingly dark, the 
watch was doubled, although the lookouts might have been trebled 
or quadrupled and their eyes could not have seen a ship’s beam 
away. The alert engineer, with hand on the lever, stood ready to 
“go ahead fast” at the jingling of his bell, and the officers and 
crew slept without removing their boots. 

Able Seaman Bill Loring, of the port watch, stopped his walk 
long enough to shift his musket from his right to his left shoulder 
and then resumed his tread, beating his freed hand against his leg 
to keep up his circulation. 

“ Dang it,” he muttered (Bill was a Maine farmer before he 
took to sailoring), “it’s all-fired cold. That hand feels like it ain’t 
no hand ’tall.” Biff, biff, and he pounded himself vigorously as 
he paced the deck. 


* Copyright, 1902, by The Shortstory Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 
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“ Dang it,” — again Bill ripped out his dreadful oath,— * I wish 
they wouldn’t stop striking the bell every half-hour, jest because 
it’s night. Dang it, that’s the only time a fellow wants to hear it. 
Here I am frozen stiff and don’t know whether my trick is nigh 
over or not. and it’s too danged dark to see my watch.” 

It was indeed a dark night, and the blackness seemed all the 
more intense to Able Seaman Bill Loring because not the faintest 
streak of light could be seen on shipboard, every hatchway, grat- 
ing and doorway on the deck from which light could possibly 
emerge being covered with heavy tarpaulins. 

Of late the rebels on the Virginia side, and the quasi-loyalists 
on the Maryland side, of the Potomac, had been suspiciously active, 
and blockade runners were trying by all manner of means to slip 
through the cordon of ships that protected the capital from in- 
vasion by its water gateway and harassed the enemy in his com. 
munication with his friends on the “ Union” shore. In order to 
ensure more efficient service, the fleet detailed to protect these 
waters had to meet the enemy with equal alertness and cunning. 

The special order quoted at the beginning was issued for this 
purpose, and Able Seaman Bill Loring only voiced the sentiments 
of the entire crew when he complained, though inaudibly and only 
partially, of the extra precautions taken on board the ship. The 
men were willing to fight all day, they said, but they did not want 
to do double watch at night, and it is no wonder that Able Sea- 
man Bill Loring cursed in his own mild Maine style and then 
leaned his elbow on the ship’s rail to get a moment’s rest. It was 
only for a moment —it was really too cold to go to sleep — but 
still, when Bill opened his eyes, it was with the guilty feeling of 
having slept at his post; not a very great crime, perhaps, if you 
are not found out. 

What’s that! Some one coming? Bill drew himself to atten- 
tion. No, false alarm; there is not a sound on shipboard, but yet 
there is some noise somewhere. Bill rubbed his eyes to make 
sure of being awake, and then, making a receiver of his hand, he 
placed it to his ear and craned his head over the bulwark. Yes, 
there is a noise, a positive sound, growing clearer and sharper, and 
it is the swish of a cutwater coming with winged speed from the 
north, and then, suddenly, like the bursting of a bomb, there 
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spreads before him the indistinct, hazy white of a sail. It seemed 
to be coming right at him, and yet there was light neither above 
nor below it, but like a spectre or a nightmare on it came. In- 
stinctively Bill Loring raised his musket to his shoulder and fired. 
The crack of his gun reverberating throughout the ship came 
simultaneously with the crash of the collision, of breaking timber 
and the fall of a heavy sail carrying down with it the splintered 
mast. 

The sound of the watchman’s rattle now aroused the officers and 
crew, who repaired at once to quarters, while bright lights flashed 
as if by magic from all parts of the deck. 

The boatswain, with lantern in hand, was soon at Loring’s side 
hailing with lusty lungs the whitish mass rapidly falling off on the 
port quarter. 

*“ Ahoy there!” he cried. “Show a light or we'll sink yer.” 

There was no reply from the darkness, but down there on the 
other side of the whitish matter could be seen a moving light, by 
which the straining eyes of the men on board the man-of-war could 
now faintly desery the object that had launched itself against the 
side of their vessel. A small sloop of the coaster kind, a dismasted 
wreck, was drifting astern, already beyond the reach of grappling 
irons, and despite the heavy kedge that her wreckage made, would 
soon be entirely lost to sight. The broken mast was lying over 
her side, causing a heavy list to port; the mainsail, hanging like 
the useless wing of a wounded bird, covered nearly half the deck 
and mingled in a bellying mass with the jibs, also brought down 
with the fall of the mast and the demolition of the bowsprit. 
The lantern on the disabled sloop moved towards the bow, flut- 
tered around for a moment while its bearer inspected the damage 
to his craft, and then wiggled back to the stern. 

Again the hoarse voice from the man-of-war sang out its chal- 
lenge, while the creaking of porthole hinges sounded an ominous 
warning. The lantern was deposited on the deck of the sloop and 
a man’s voice responded : 

“Sloop Eeler, f'um St. Mary’s; Cap’n Thomas Tomlin Thomp- 
son, lookin’ fo’ er cyargo. Whut vessel is thet?” 

“ United States man-of-war Westport. Lay to; we'll send a boat 
aboard.” 
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“ Aye, suh, send her quick, weah sinkin’,” and Captain Thomas 
Tomlin Thompson, who had been awakened from his sleep by the 
collision, disappeared down the companionway, unseen by those 
on the other vessel. 

As he stepped into the cabin the skipper was greeted by the 
hasty voice of an excited man, who was trying to clothe himself in 
the dark and strike a match at the same time. The hairy fist of 
Captain Tom was laid warningly on the other’s arm. 

“Not on yo’ life,” he said. ‘ Mistah, theah ain’t no time to 
dress, an’ er match ain’t necessa’y. Th’ time has come when you 
got toswim. Kin you?” 

* Yes, yes, suhtainly ; but what's the mattah 

“Run plum into er mannerwah. Right in our co’se an’ hed no 
lights out. Hit was mah watch off, suh, an’ Jim — well, he must 
abeen asleep at th’ wheel; but th’ mischief’s done an’ th’ devil’s 
to pay. Er boat is comin’ abo’de. Git out, man, or youah er 
goner. Don’t stop fo’ cloze, youah bettah off ‘thout em. Heah, 
take this —” and the Captain jerked from the rafters above his 
head a cork jacket, which he hastily strapped around the half-clad 
man. 

“ Th’ Firginyah sho’ lies ovah thet erway, an’ th’ tide’ll carry 
you jist erbout to th’ mouth of th’ Yocomico. Git into Kinsale 
an’ ask fo’ Sterrett. He'll fix you all right,” and pushing the now 
thoroughly awakened passenger up the companionway ahead of him, 
the captain regained the deck, so placing himself as to shield the 
other from possible sight of those aboard or coming from the man- 
of-war. 

The passenger with the cork jacket dropped over the side of the 
sloop, holding tight to the guide line. ‘ B-b-r-r-r-r, b-r-r-r—r, 
its co—o-o-ld,” rattled through his shivering teeth. 

Captain Thompson leaned cautiously over the guard-rail. “ You'd 
bettah not wait,” he said. Without a word the man in the water 
let go the rope, shoved himself free of the sloop and struck out 
for the Virginia shore. 

Hardly had his head been engulfed in total darkness when the 
boat from the Westport rounded to and hooked on to the very place 
that the stranger had occupied for a few shivering seconds, and an 
officer, followed closely by two men, all heavily armed, sprang 
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upon the deck. The flash of the lantern carried by one of them re- 
vealed more strongly than the feeble flame of that by the cabin 
window the small and inoffensive group confronting the boarders. 
One was a white man, more of a countryman than sailor in ap- 
pearance, and the other a negro, as nondescript as his captain. 
Neither seemed excited by the situation and both stood leaning 
against the tiller while the officer and his men were clambering 
over the side. Captain Thompson raised his hand and respectfully 
saluted the young officer, who pointed a pistol at his head and de- 
manded to know if he were the captain of the sloop. 

“ Yes, suh,” he answered. 

* Who are you?” 

“ Captain Thomas Tomlin Thompson, suh, an’ heah’s mah pass,” 
saying which he handed a soiled and crumpled bit of cardboard to 
the ensign, who put it into his pocket without deigning to glance 
at it. 

“Do you know the regulations?” the ensign demanded sharply. 

“ Nevah studied ’em, suh.” 

“ You know you had no lights.” 

“ Which remark might be applied to yo’ own vessel, suh.” 

“How many men have you on board?” demanded the officer, 
paying no heed to the captain’s retort. 

* One.” 

“One? Why I see two.” 

“Of co’se, if you include th’ nigger.” 

“ Anybody else on board ?”’ 

The captain negatively shook his head. 

The officer turned to his men. “Search the cabin,” he com- 
manded, and the two quickly jumped below, carrying the lantern. 
They soon returned, and reported a thorough search, but no one 
present, “and if there is, he won’t live long, ’cause the water’s 
making fast, and she’ll be down in half an hour.” 

“Then,” rejoined the officer, “ we'll put off to the ship. Each 
of you collar one of these fellows and blow his brains out if he 
doesn’t walk chalk. If there’s any one else aboard, he’ll have to 
drown or—” and he peered off into the darkness —“ have a 
damned good swim for shore.” 

He then turned to step into his boat, but his foot caught in a 
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mesh of rope, and he stooped to extricate himself. He found him- 
self entangled in the flag halyards, and at his foot was the sloop’s 
burgee, white with blue capital letters, spelling its name eler. 
A sailor's sheath knife quickly parted the burgee from its ropes, 
‘and the officer carried it with him to his ship. 

As Captain Thomas Tomlin Thompson and his crew of one 
reached the deck of the man-of-war, handcuffs were placed upon 
them and they were unceremoniously shoved into the “ brig” to 
await a hearing in the morning. Despite the narrowness of their 
quarters they slept like dead men, and only awakened in the morn- 
ing when ordered to get up and appear before the Captain. 

As the two prisoners were marshalled before the commander of 
the vessel, Captain Thompson raised his manacled hands to salute 
and knocked his slouch hat to the floor, and stood upon it during 
the examination which occurred. The negro stood with bowed 
head, as if awaiting the hangman’s noose, but his stolid black face 
showed no sign of fear. Thompson’s face wore its perennial smile 
of good humor and love for mankind. No situation ever daunted 
him, and no emotion, save of good nature, was ever seen on his 
weathered countenance. His grizzled hair and whiskers, his clear 
blue eye, looking always at you in confidence and friendship, gave 
him not only a venerable aspect, but the appearance of one about to 
say something pleasant or to listen to a funny story. That he was 
not unknown to the Captain was evidenced by the latter’s greeting. 

“ Why, it’s Captain Tommy-Tommy,” he exclaimed, as_ he 
wheeled around on his pivot chair and surveyed the culprits, stand- 
ing between two armed marines, “and Black Jim. Why, I 
thought we had caught two desperadoes,” and he shoved his spec- 
tacles down lower on the bridge of his nose in order to take a 
sharp look at them. 

The Captain was a genial man and kindly disposed officer. He 
had an enviable record for efficient service in the work of the flo- 
tilla, but his enemies — those not in his clique in the Navy De- 
partment — were wont to criticise him severely for what they 
termed his leniency towards those captured in running the block- 
ade. His own opinion was that it was better to have a friend 
running the blockade than an enemy, and he seldom treated a 
prisoner harshly unless the guilt was so flagrant that it could not 
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possibly have been mistaken. In this instance he had been in- 
formed that blockade runners had been captured while trying to 
get through without lights. There was no contraband found on 
the sloop, but, despite the fact that the skipper carried a pass from 
the flotilla commander, the offence of running without lights was 
too grave to be taken as anything than illicit trading. So when he 
turned and discovered the identity of his prisoners he was much 
surprised. 

Captain Tommy-Tommy bowed at the recognition, and his blue 
eyes twinkled merrily, but he said nothing. 

“ Thompson,” said the Captain, assuming a sudden severity and 
looking the other squarely in the face, “ you are charged with run- 
ning the blockade, with running without lights, and with running 
without a pass. What have you to say?” 

* Nothin’, Cap’n, nothin’.” 

“Nothing, Thompson! Do you answer ‘Nothing’ to three 
serious charges such as those? In a word, are you guilty or not 
guilty ?” 

“T would say, Cap’n, guilty with extenooatin’ suhcumstances.” 

“ What are the extenuating circumstances ?” 

“ Takin’ up th’ charges in th’ ordah mentioned, I would say I 
was sailin’ free, but mah pass gives me thet license. I would also 
say that mah lights was out, but thet was th’ fault of another, but 
as I was th’ skipper, of co’se I’se ter blame, on’y I was ersleep 
when th’ collision tuk place, an’ then of co’se, hit was too late to 
put up th’ signals. You see, hit was mah watch off, an’ I reckon 
Jim must heve gone ter sleep at th’ tiller, an’ th’ lights must heve 
gone out fo’ want of ile; the cans was purty shy of bait when we 
left Alexandr’a.” 

* Alexandria! What were you doing at Alexandria?” 

“ Dumpin’ them refugees whut I was impressed by th’ com- 
mandah to take No’th.” 

“ You were ordered to take them to the Navy Yard at Washing- 
ton, and turn them over to the authorities there.” 

“ Exactly, Cap’n; but th’ river was froze erbove Hunter's P’int, 
an’ I tuhned ’em ovah to th’ depot quahtermarster at Alexandr’a, 
an’ heah’s mah receipt fo’ th’ same,” saying which he attempted to 
put his hand to his hip pocket, but the manacles held him back. 
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He smiled at the predicament, and nodded pleasantly to one of the 
marines, who stepped up to him and drew from the depths of the 
capacious pocket a crumpled bit of paper, which he handed over to 
the Captain of the Westport, who read it over carefully. 

“This is in proper form, Thompson, and shows that you de- 
livered the refugees, but it does not explain why you are here, run- 
ning without lights and without a pass.”’ 

“ Why, Cap'n, th’ officer whut tuk me pris’ner relieved me of 
mah pass.” 

“Is that your pass?” demanded the Captain, exhibiting the 
soiled card handed to the ensign the night before. 

“ Thet’s hit, Cap’n, thet’s hit pre-cisely.” 

“ But this pass is good only as far as St. Mary’s.” 

*“ Exactly; I was boun’ fo’ home when we smashed.” 

“You were pretty far out of your course for St. Mary’s, Tom, 
and I have a great mind to turn you over to the provost. Whether 
guilty of trying to run the blockade or not, you are guilty of run- 
ning without signals, and are out of your course for this pass, but 
as you have lost your boat and have heretofore borne such a good 
name along the river, I believe I will put you off at St. Mary’s, 
with this warning, and I give it to you, Captain Tommy-Tommy, 
in a friendly spirit; if suspicion ever points your way again, it will 
go hard with you. I make it my religion to execute my orders to 
the best of my ability and understanding, but I fear I am stretch- 
ing clemency a little too far in this case. However, we will say 
the nigger was at fault; that he failed to fill the lights and that 
he slept at his post. If you get another sloop, and I really would 
not advise you to do so, leave the nigger at home. You go back 
to Maryland and stay there till the war is over. Understand 
me?” 

“T undahstan’, Cap’n, an’ if you'll jest heve these heah knuckle 
fasteners knocked off mah han’s, I'll, ’ll —” he was going to say, 
“shake hands with you,” but, as the Captain turned from him at 
that moment, he ended with — “ take er chaw of terbacker.”’ 

The Westport being then very close to St. Mary’s, a boat was 
lowered and Captain Tommy-Tommy and his shadowy Jim were 
landed on the beach. He shook hands genially with the sailors 
before turning his back to them, and then the two struck off into 
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the woods. By midnight they had put a good distance between 
themselves and the vessel, and, under cover of darkness, stealthily 
uncovered a canoe concealed in a little bay, and escaped to the 
Virginia shore. 

The next morning, as the Captain of the Westport was seated at 
breakfast, Ensign Ruppert, the officer who had boarded the wrecked 
Eeler, entered the cabin, apparently in a state of great excitement. 

“Look at this, sir, look at this,” he blurted out, saluting with 
one hand and with the other extending a small bunch of dirty 
tissue paper, protruding from what appeared to be a “ trick ” cigar. 

The Captain, usually mild and gentle, turned red in the face. 
“ What, sir, what do you mean by bringing that dirty piece of 
trash in here and putting it on my breakfast table! Have you 
gone crazy, Mr. Ruppert?” and in his rage he upset the glass 
standing by his plate. 

Poor Ruppert, whose countenance as he entered the cabin was 
flushed and eager, startled and cowed by this so unusual outburst 
of anger, stammered, “* Why, sir, pardon me, sir, I should have 
been more respectful, but I was excited. This thing was found 
on the floor of the wrecked sloop night before last. One of my 
men picked it up from the floor. You will see, sir, that while it is 
made in the form of a cigar, and is mostly tobacco, it encloses this 
fold of tissue paper, on which you will find a perfect and complete 
drawing of the sixty-eight forts and batteries around Washington 
from Fort Lyon to Fort De Kalb, with full descriptions, which you 
can easily make out with the aid of this magnifying glass.” 

The Captain turned quickly and picked up the false cigar, and 
a glance was sufficient to show him that it was the work of a 
master hand and information of much value to the enemy could 
they but secure it. “ Found this on the sloop, you say? Who 
found it? Send him here.” 

Word was passed along for Jonson to come to the Captain’s 
cabin, and he soon appeared, hat in hand, wringing his forelock as 
a sign of respect and obedience. 

“ Where did you get this, Jonson?” demanded the Captain, 
holding up the trophy for him to see. 

“ Why, sir, when we was ordered to the sloop night before last, 
sir, why, I was one of them as was selected to go along, and when 
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the Ensign ordered us below to look for anybody that might be 
a-hiding, I carried the light, and in looking around, me and Jack 
Grummage run over a lot of clothes laying on the floor, and as I 
kicked them over, that cigar fell outen the pocket of the weskit. 
I brought it aboard, sir, thinking to have a good smoke — when 
off duty, sir —as it looked like a furst-class Al cigar, but when 
I tried to light it, sir, why it wouldn’t stay light no more’n a 
minute. Thinks I, it’s damp, and puts it aside to dry out, and 
then | tackles it again. . But it wouldn’t smoke, sir, and thinks I, 
I'll break it up for my pipe, but when I breaks it open out tumbles 
this bit of paper. When it fust fell out, it wasn’t no more’n a 
thimbleful, but when I opens it up, curiosily, it spreads over my 
whole chest. I passes the joke around the fokesell, and the bosun 
sees, and he shows it to the Ensign there, and here it is. Some of 
the boys say, sir, as it’s very important. If it is, sir, may I make 
so bold as to hope you will mention me in orders, sir?” 

“ Orders! orders! Mention you in orders! Why, damn you, be 
thankful that I don’t put you in the ‘brig’ on bread and water for 
a month. Why didn’t you bring this to me at once? Get out!” 

Jonson’s forelock slipped through his hand at the first exclama- 
tion from the Captain, whose deep attention to his lengthy recital 
of his story had encouraged the poor fellow to believe some of the 
nonsense that his mates had been stuffing him with, and he saw 
promotion coming to him with outstretched arms. All dreams 
disappeared at the furious outbreak of his commander, and he in- 
haled a deep breath of relief when he was permitted to leave his 
presence. 

The Captain turned to Ruppert and gave orders for the ship 
to be put back to St. Mary’s under all steam. “I'll catch that 
damned hypocritical scoundrel if I have to use every vessel in the 
fleet,” he muttered, as he paced the floor of the cabin in deep 
anger. 

“Oh, Captain, pardon me,” exclaimed Ruppert, again coming to 
the door, and this time holding up the burgee of the wrecked 
sloop, “ but look at this flag. Read it forwards, and then back- 
wards.” 

The Captain read, “ E-E-L-E-R, R-E-L-E-E,” and ground 
his teeth in impotent rage. ‘ And just to think,” he roared, “ that 
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thing has been running up and down this river ever since the war 
began, and no one ever saw it before. R.E. Lee! All right, Mr. 
R. E. Lee Eeeler, we have sunk you, and now for your skipper. 
Take me for a scuttle-butt if I don’t get him hanged. That’s why 
he wanted to pass in the dark. Well, he has passed his last time. 
And, Mr. Ruppert,” the Captain’s voice was now lowered to his 
natural well-modulated tones, but contained a ring of firmness and 
determination seldom heard except in moments of extreme neces- 
sity, “ mark my words, if my own father is ever found on this river 
without a United States flag wrapped around him and a special 
permit from President Lincoln, [ll send him to the provost the 
same as a rebel caught with arms in hand. I am through with all 
clemency for our loyal Marylanders. They don’t exist.” 

The Westport soon arrived off the mouth of the St. Mary’s 
River, but a most thorough search of the town and neighboring 
country failed to reveal any trace of the fugitives. No one could 
be found who had seen Captain Thomas Tomlin Thompson or his 
negro Jim, both as well known as the old timbers of St. Mary’s 
wharf. The quest ended in a failure, and the Westport’s com- 
mander had to send in his report with his regrets for the escape of 
the two men, both of whom were fast making their way to Rich- 
mond; while the passenger who had left the Heler in a cork jacket 
was gently floating out with the tide, his face upturned to the sky. 
His last mission had failed. 
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The White Death.* 
BY DON MARK LEMON. 


“ E was an American. He had come to the country 

in search of gold, He should have remained on 
his estate at home in Virginia. But no, he must 
come to South America and prospect in Tarantula 
Valley. He proposed it first to his Mexican guide, 

; Lozo. Lozo grew white about the lips, despite his 

tawny color, and shook his head. 

“ Why not?” the American questioned. 

“The White Death, sejior; it is there!” 

“ Where — in Tarantula Valley?” 

Yes, sefior.” 

*“ What is the White Death?” 

Lozo drew his lips firmly together and again shook his head. 

Evidently the White Death was something to be silent about, as 

well as to fear. 

“Ts it a pestilence of some kind?” the American questioned. 

No, sefior.” 

“Ts it a snake?’ 

No, sefior.”’ 

“A wild beast?” 

No, 

“Is it death from poisonous gases ?” 

No, seiior.” 

“Ts it death by the hand of men — banditti, for instance ?” 

No, seiior.” 

“Hunger? thirst?” 

*“ No, sefior.” 

* Then what the devil is the White Death?” 

The American spoke angrily, but Lozo made no reply. He 

only drew his lips tighter together and looked more frightened. 


* Copyright, 1902, by The Shertstory Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 
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The fellow —half savage that he was — feared he might draw the 
anger of the White Death upon himself should he describe its 
nature. 

“Queer!” the American muttered, greatly perplexed. Then 
he tried policy. ‘Come, I'll double your pay if you'll act as 
guide.” 

No, sefior.” 

* Treble it.” 

No, sefior.” 

“Give you ten dollars a day — American gold.” 

* No, sefior.” 

The American considered awhile. Then he said, “That de- 
cides me; I'll prospect Tarantula Valley and see if I can’t stack a 
mortgage on this White Death — and Ill go it alone.” 

The Mexican was a Catholic. He crossed himself and looked 
unhappy. There was no reason he shouldn’t look unhappy. He 
liked the American, in his rough way ; besides the American’s pay 
was good—and certain. And now the American was going to 
meet the White Death ! 

Having made up his mind to prospect Tarantula Valley at any 
cost, the Virginian looked about for another guide than Lozo, but 
his labor was wasted. No one would accompany him on his pro- 
posed prospecting tour, nor explain what was meant by the White 
Death. 

Was it something so strange, so far removed from common nat- 
ure, that human speech could frame no description of it? Or did 
the superstitious villagers fear that they might draw the anger of 
the White Death— whatever it was— upon themselves should 
they go into particulars ? 

The next day the American set out alone for Tarantula Valley, 
very curious and not at all nervous. He was well provisioned — 
one burro bore his supply of food, another his blankets and mining 
outfit—and well armed. He didn’t reason that there might be 
something lurking in the Valley before him against which his 
Winchester would be no protection —some Shape such as might 
haunt the Infernal pool and make it more hideous than even a dis- 
eased poet could imagine. No; he didn’t reason at all. 

Tarantula Valley, in appearance, was a pleasant place, with a 
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wooded river flowing through it and a wooded lake, or large pool, 
in its centre. The American thought what a paradise it would be 
in which to dream away the rest of his life with One by his side 
who was waiting for him in Virginia. 

Yet, despite the sylvan charm of the Valley, the American soon 
grew lonely, for there really wasn’t much society about. To be 
sure, there were the two burros, an occasional snake, a few horned 
toads, and some buzzards; but, apart from these, the dumb creat- 
ures to be seen were not at all sociable. Not sociable, at least, 
like the buzzards. They, in one particular, were almost as good as 
human society, taking, as they did, a very evident interest in the 
American’s state of health. 

Then, too, there was a half-wild burro in the Valley. At least 
a half-wild burro passed through the vale one day and for a few 
minutes fell in with the pack animals of the American. Of course 
dumb beasts can’t talk with one another, yet, somehow, after that 
half-wild burro had fooled awhile around the ears of the two tame 
burros, as a man fools around the ear of a friend to whom he is 
giving a tip, those two tame burros, in company with the half-wild 
one, made such quick tracks from Tarantula Valley that to the 
astonished American the animals seemed like three dirty streaks 
of light making for the hills ten miles beyond. Evidently the 
creatures were frightened at something — not at something they 
saw, but at something they feared they might see. 

And what was still more curious, there wasn’t an animal in 
Tarantula Valley that didn’t appear half dead from fright. 
Actually the American came to the conclusion that the dumb 
habitants of the Valley were all so subdued by fear that they 
hadn’t the sense left with which to migrate. 

But, strangest of all — of which fact there could be no doubt, as 
the Virginian had the witness of his own eyes — were the collec- 
tions of bones scattered over the Valley, and especially about the 
lake. On his first day in the vale he had lighted on one of these 
collections of bones. He examined it. It looked like a little 
open-air cosmopolitan graveyard. Within a circle about twenty 
feet in diameter was collected the skeleton of a burro, the skeleton 
of a buzzard, the skeleton of a large wild animal of the cat tribe, 
the skeleton of a cow, several skeletons the species of which the 
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American couldn’t determine, and last, but not least, the skeleton 
of a man. 

It was evident that some wild animal had lately ravened in that 
part of the country, gathering into one feeding ground the prey 
of a month or so. 

The second day he spent in the Valley the American lighted on 
a second collection of bones. It was much like the first, only the 
human skeleton bleaching in the sun was that of a woman and not 
aman. At this the Virginian got very angry, though without 
especial reason. The woman, surely, couldn't have died any 
harder than the man. 

The third day he lighted on a third collection of bones, and the 
skeleton of a man and woman lay side by side. With this he 
began to wonder seriously what manner of thing it was that had 
turned the Valley into a charnel. Was it a great panther of some 
kind —or a huge snake? Or— but no, it couldn't be a man. 
That was something too hideous to believe. And a man or band 
of men it was not. 

Then he struck gold. He slipped into the river one morning, 
scraping the bank in his fall, and there in the river-bank he found 
the gold. It was placer and so rich that in less than a week he 
got enough to satisfy a woman, let alone a man. Then he laid off 
a day and went down the river in search of game, and, without 
especially looking for it, he found a fourth collection of bones 
which, from its condition, seemed to be the latest feeding ground 
of the Thing — the White Death. 

Now, when a man has a cool million in sight —or thinks he 
has — he feels more secure from personal danger than when he has 
little or nothing, so the American decided to hang about that 
fourth collection of bones and try to bag something. 

Straightway he found a suitable spot beside a rock, and, leaning 
his Winchester within easy reach, proceeded to watch. About 
thirty feet distant was a huge collection of boulders; perhaps 
hidden in the wide fissures of these boulders was the thing he 
sought. 

For a half hour, or, rather, forty minutes, the American gave his 
whole attention to the business in hand, then, nothing appearing, 
he got tired and began to scratch his sweetheart’s name in the 
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dirt at his feet. It was a pleasant thing to do, though, to be sure, 
rather foolish for a man on watch — for Something — he didn’t 
know exactly what. 

When he had finished writing Her name in the dust, then his 
own name, and then had traced around both a rude figure more 
like spades than the human heart, he looked up. 

At first he thought there was something wrong with his eyes 
and he winked them several times. Then he thought his brains 
were tangled, and so he multiplied several figures mentally, but, 
getting the right answers, for four times four is sixteen, six times 
three is eighteen, and eight times seven is fifty-six, he concluded 
it was something else than his reason at fault. Then he reached 
out his hand for his Winchester, but desisted before touching the 
rifle, for he chose rather to watch the Thing squatted upon the pile 
of rock than handle an uninteresting weapon. But perhaps he 
had no choice in the matter— perhaps he couldn’t do other than 
watch. The Thing was so very fascinating. 

It was looking directly at him — the Thing on the rocks — and, 
though it made not the slightest noise to attract his attention, 
there was no reason he should not see it. For it was as big as an 
ox lying down. But it wasn’t an ox. Neither was it anything 
like an ox. 

It was a gigantic spider or tarantula, large as a full-grown tiger, 
with long white hair all over its huge and horrible body ! 

“Why,” the American began. Evidently he was going to say, 
“ Why, if I had known of such a thing as that around here, I 
would have stayed away.” But he got no further than “ Why,” 
for it was more fascinating watching the Thing than talking or 
thinking. 

Then, again, the American tried to reach for his Winchester, 
but the light that came out of the eyes of the squat Thing upon 
the rocks paralyzed his arm. Or perhaps it was only surprise that 
deprived him of the power of motion, for he well knew that there 
is no such thing as hypnotic power in the eye of man or beast. 

Then suddenly the long white hair of the Thing began to 
tremble and the American felt as if his whole body were blistering 
from some intense heat, and, as the eyes of the White Death stood 
out farther from its horrible head, and its great legs drew closer 
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together for the thirty-foot spring, the Virginian began to ery — 
to whimper —and a single word dropped from his maudlin lips. 
That word, puerile enough for a strong man, was “ Mother!” 
The face of the American’s mother had suddenly flashed before 
his soul somewhere in the back of his head. The face had the 
mouth of his sweetheart. He should have known, for he had 
kissed the mouth several times before leaving Virginia. 

Then the squat Thing upon the rock began to tremble through- 
out and its long white hair to shiver and its legs to collect closer 
and closer. Whereupon the American began to laugh foolishly, 
like a baby, and beat and paddle his hands in the dust, and his 
body grew flaccid and flabby and his breast sank down into his 
stomach. 


Then, like a flash of white light struck out of the rock, the 
squat Thing leapt thirty feet through the hot air, and, as it sunk 
its horrible fangs into the neck of the American, his lips were 
bowed down into his sweetheart’s name in the dust, and he bab- 


bled, ** Now —I lay me down —to sleep. 
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The Freeze that Thawed Her.* 
BY WALTER E. ANDREWS. 


HEY were neighbors. 

He was growing a peach orchard for a pro- 
spectively prosperous living. She was growing 
a prosperous living by managing an inherited 
peach orchard. He was young. She was younger. 
There similarity ceased. He was rugged, un- 

cultured, plain, though with a certain charm of virile, forceful 
homeliness difficult to analyze. She was pretty, college bred, 
aristocratic. He believed in brawn and brain. She believed in 
blood and breeding. 

They were not neighborly. 

He tried to be. She didn’t. He dared to look over the fence. 
She disdained to forage across the border. Only a common fence 
separated them (a cruel barb-wire thing), but Dick felt that this 
fence took root in the antipodes and then reached up until it 
barred out Heaven itself. He'd have quickly pulled the staples 
and let down the wires —if he had known where to begin. He’d 
have climbed over, long ago—if he had possessed a few golden 
eagles to help boost him. 

She called herself a “ horticulturist.” 

He, to quote his uncle’s expressive opinion, was merely a 
“hustler.” ‘“ And,” added that uncle to himself with a sigh, 
half-sad, half-humorous, “ Webster hisself couldn’t make a com- 
pound noun out of two sich pesky words.” 

Webster being dead, Nature and Love undertook the task. 


Of course Dick Russell was a bachelor — most heroes in stories 
are. It’s a primeval peculiarity of the breed. Being a bachelor, 
and (to quote his uncle again) “a soft-shelled one at that,” he 


* Copyright, 1902, by The Shortstory Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 
* The writer of this story received a cash prize of $200in Tas Biack Car story con- 
test ending February 26, 1902. 
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needed a home. Being in love, he needed occasional tonic scold- 
ings. Mr. and Mrs. Waddle bravely endeavored to supply both 
needs. (William Waddle is Dick’s uncle; Mandy Waddle is 
William’s supervisor, corrector and lawful yoke-mate.) For the 
sum of four dollars weekly this duteous couple boarded, mended, 
advised, scolded, and “ washed and ironed” nephew Dick in hearty 
country style devoid of frills. 

Dick’s peach orchard, being sandwiched in between the Waddle 
homestead and the adored Helen Remington’s twenty-acre farm 
stood (as William once said in conjugal confidence) “ jest half way 
*twixt Helen — paradise.” It may be well to add, as a warning 
to other humorously inclined husbands, that the rash remark 
brought William no honor except a cuff on the ear and a demand 
to know “ which farm he was a-callin’ paradise ?” 

The orchard was Dick’s by right of purchase, privation and 
persistence. For five years he had worked and struggled and 
hoped. The trees planted by his own hands were his pets, his 
companions, his all — for he was alone in the world. 

“ Why don’t you stick up a house on your thirty-acre purgatory 
— ’xcuse me — peach farm?” asked William Waddle one night 
as he and Dick sat smoking a good-night pipe on the side porch. 

“Can't afford it,” said Dick eurtly (failing to appreciate or 
understand the purgatorial allusion); “ I’m putting every cent I 
can raise into that gas machine I’m building on my farm.” 

* Fool job, too!” grunted William. 

* Mebbe so,” assented Dick, grimly. 

“No mebbe about it. Who ever heard tell of raisin’ peaches 
with gas! It’s agin nature.” 

“ You'll see,” said Dick, with a fierce puff at his corn-cob pipe 
and a far-away look in his blue eyes. 

“ Goin’ to make a balloon that’ll boost you over the fence into 
the Remingtons’ back parlor?” asked William slyly. 

No answer. But the fire in Dick’s pipe glowed savagely hot. 

“Goin’ to put up gas lamps in the trees so the orchard’ll be a 
sort o’ lovers’ park?” 

Shut up!” 

“ Cert’inly, cert’inly, of course. I were jest a-thinking so my- 
self,” remarked William hastily. Dick smiled grimly to himself 
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in the darkness, knocked the ashes out of his pipe, and, with a 
quiet “ good-night,” strode off to bed. 

“ Sho-o-o!” whistled William softly, as he settled his legs 
more comfortably on the porch railing. ‘“ That ‘ere boy’s as full o’ 
grit as a hen’s crop. He’s —” 

“ Will-yum/”’ cried a commanding feminine voice from within 
the house; “ you quit that ‘ere moonin’ and smokin’, an’ come to 
bed immejetly.”’ 

“Cert’inly, Mandy; of course. I were jest a-gittin’ started 
afore you spoke.” 

The months passed. Autumn came, and with it Dick’s first 
full crop of peaches. He felt like hugging the trees when the 
long-hoped-for stream of rosy-cheeked beauties came pouring into 
his packing shed. As he picked and packed and hauled the fruit 
to the boat dock, he whistled joyously at his work and dreamed of 
the young lady on the other side of the fence. He saw her bright 
eyes and peachy cheeks in every basketful of fruit; and, as the 
peach limbs bent low and groaned with their burden, his own 
limbs grew straight and strong with hope. It was “another good 
year” for peaches, All the neighbors made money. Miss Rem- 
ington paid off a quarter of the mortgage on her farm, and planned 
a trip to Boston in the spring. ‘ Peach belt” farmers were 
jubilant; five good crop years in succession! They talked of 
“favored localities” and “ frost-proof orchards,” and planned to 
set out more peach trees in April. 

“Peach raisin’ is a-gittin’ to be a reg’lar cinch,” declared 
William Waddle joyfully. 

“ Who says so?” sniffed Mrs. Waddle disdainfully. 

“ Ev’rybody.” 

“T don’t b’lieve a word on’t! Here I’ve been a-slavin’ an’ 
a-cookin’ for you goin’ on thirty years, an’ not a sign of a sealskin 
sack yit. Nothin’ but flour sacks. <A real, genu-wine cinch would 
cert’inly git me a sack immejetly.” Which logic was so irresistible 
that William gladly compromised on an “ electric” seal. 

Dick said little, but read a great deal. One day he horrified 
the Waddles by requesting permission to put in a telephone. 

“ What for?” demanded they in a breath. 

*’Cause I want it,” said Dick, 
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So, in spite of opposition and dire predictions about “ lightnin’ 
runnin’ along the wires an’ setting’ the house afire,” the telephone 
was installed, connecting the house with the distant village of 
Peachville. His point won, and his crop money safely deposited 
in the bank, Dick threw himself heart and soul into the completion 
of his queer gas plant. He bought miles of slender iron piping, 
and many tons of hard coal. He dug ditches and laid a portion 
of the piping around his orchard and at regular distances across it, 
until the ground looked like a gigantic gridiron. The unused 
piping (by far the larger portion) was stored away in the gas 
house. When the work was finished and the ditches filled in, 
curious neighbors commented on the “queer nozzles” which 
showed above the ground at intervals along the straight rows of 
buried pipes. 

“ Goin’ to irrigate?” they asked. 

“ Mebbe,” said Dick, grimly. 

“How're you goin’ to plow an’ harrow with them things 
a-stickin’ up in that way?” 

“Same as if they were peach trees — keep away from ’em.” 

The gas machine itself, situated in the centre of the orchard, 
was, by aid of a stout building, stout shutters and a portly padlock, 
made curiosity proof. No one went into this building except 
Dick and two trusted workmen. 

“It’s perfectly scand’lous!” sniffed Mrs. Waddle one bitterly 
cold February evening as she sat by the kitchen fire mending a 
pair of Dick’s socks. 

“Which?” asked William, looking up from his newspaper 
absent-mindedly. 

Dick’s goin’s-on.” 

“ Where’s he goin’ now?” he asked, his mind still on the paper. 

“ Will-yum /” 

“Certinly. Here I be. Of course” (laying down the paper). 

* Don’t you know,” she demanded, looking at him severely, 
“that Dick is a-spendin’ ev’ry cent he’s got in the world for a big 
black machine an’ a lot o’ rusty gastric pipes? An’ you a-sittin’ 
on the fence, an’ a-watchin’ him make a fool of hisself. An’ never 
sayin’ a word. An’ you his only-begotten uncle!” 
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William looked crushed. Then, rallying, he muttered meekly, 
“T ain’t sat on no fence for ten years.” 

* William Waddle, you’re a-sitting on one this blessed minute !’ 

He glanced furtively and dubiously at his chair, then at her. 
“ Jest as you say, Mandy. Cert’inly, cert’inly.” 


999 


“ Listen!” she said suddenly, holding up one of Dick’s socks 


warningly. Borne on the crisp night air there came the distant 
ringing blows of hammer upon steel. TZap-tap, tapity-tap! Will- 
iam shuffled his feet uneasily, while his wife looked at him tri- 
umphantly. The clock struck ten. Outdoors the atmosphere was 
strangely still. The cold seemed to creep through the walls, 
causing solid timbers to creak and groan uncannily as if in pain. 
William shivered, poked up the fire, and stepped to the window. 
“My! Ain’t it a-gittin’ cold,” he said as he scraped a peep-hole 
in the frosted pane. 

“Five b’low zero,” he continued, holding the lamp so that its 
rays shone upon the thermometer outside. 

“Won’t it hurt the peaches?” asked Mrs. Waddle, suddenly 
dropping the thread of her sermon. 

“Nope. You needn’t be afeard ; peaches don’t git hurt in this 
here peach belt nowadays. Why, that ‘ere thermom’ter ain’t been 
down lower’n ten b’low for over twenty years; an’ it takes twelve 
or better to knock out peach buds at this time o’ year.” 

Just then, when Mrs. Waddle had her mouth wide open to reply, 
the telephone bell rang loudly. The sudden sound went straight 
down her throat and seemed to freeze the outcoming words into 
rigid, surprised silence. 

* Jumpin? Gosh!” exclaimed William, almost dropping the 
lamp. Stepping to the insurument he put the receiver to his ear 
—gingerly —and demanded in a shaking voice “ What in Sam- 
Hill folks meant by a-ringin’ honest people out of their bed at sich 
a time o’ night?” 

“Ts Dick Russell there?” asked an unfamiliar voice. 

“ Nope ; he ain’t. He’s over to work on his gas engine.” 

“ Will you take a message to him at once ?” 

“Mebbe. Who’re you?” 

“Never mind me. Here’s the message — it’s important. Tell 
Russell that the Washington fellows wire, * Bottom going to fall 
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out of cellar steps. Don’t forget, now! Good-bye.” William 
gasped and turned to his wife just in time to see her throat melt 
into speech again. 

“ What’s it all about?” she sputtered, as if the words still icily 
nipped her tongue. 

“* Bottom goin’ to fall out of cellar steps,” repeated he, rubbing 
his eyes to see if he was dreaming. 

“What!” cried she, jumping for him and giving him a shake 
which almost unjointed his suspenders ; “* what kind o’ nonsense is 
that you're a-talkin’ to me?” 

“ That’s what the feller said,” persisted he humbly, as he hast- 
ened to explain matters. 

“ He’s crazy,” snapped Mrs. Waddle. 

“Mebbe so. Mebbe. Folks say Dick’s crazy, too. Mebbe 
we're all crazy —’ceptin’ you an’ the heifer calf.” And William 
solemnly reached for his boots, kicked off his slippers, and thrust 
his red socks into cold leather. ‘“ What you goin’ to do?” deman- 
ded she as he grabbed his overcoat, jammed an old fur cap down over 
his ears, lit the lantern, and pulled on a pair of ragged mittens. 

“Do? Why, git off that ’ere fence immejetly, an’ cart that 
message over to Dick afore it gits froze.” 

“ You're a bigger fool nor Dick,” snapped his wife, disgustedly. 

A tramp of about forty rods through the squeaking snow 
brought William to the “gassy madhouse ” (as Dick’s neighbors 
politely called the structure). 

“Hello!” cried the messenger, pounding on the door and pant- 
ing puffs of foggy vapor into the biting air. The stars shone with 
a strange scintillating intensity—an almost threatening steely 
fierceness — that struck a chill of unaccountable terror straight 
down into William Waddle’s heart. 

Hello—hello!” 

“* Who’s that?” asked Dick’s voice from within. 

* Me — Uncle Bill.” 

“ What’s up?” inquired Dick, opening the door a trifle. 

“’Tain’t up; it’s a-comin’ down. ‘Bottom’s a-goin’ to fall out of 
the cellar steps. George Washington says so. An’ I’m a-freezin’ 
out here.” 

Dick swung the door wide open. ‘Come in,” said he. 
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For the first time in his life Mr. Waddle stood within the build- 
ing which had piqued the curiosity of the entire neighborhood. 
He found himself in a high, well-lighted room filled with iron 
boilers, coils of black piping and piles of coal and coke. In another 
room he caught a glimpse of a huge round, uncanny-looking metal 
vat which seemed to reach to the roof. A gassy smell pervaded 
the air. Two strange men, with grimy faces and smeary bloyses, 
were at work in a far corner of the first room. William blinked 
at the lights, sniffed at the dirty atmosphere and gasped in be- 
wilderment at his nephew. Dick offered a rickety chair and said, 
with an inscrutable smile, “So the bottom’s going to drop out, is it?” 

“ That’s what a darned telephone idget told me to tell you.” 

“Much obliged,” said Dick. “ Did you notice what the ther- 
mometer said when you left home ?” 

“You're a bigger fool nor Dick,” replied William, quoting 
literally. 

“No—no! I mean the weather thermometer.” 

“Oh!” muttered William, looking foolish. «6 Tt said, five b’low 
zero.” : 

Picking up the lantern Dick hurried outside the door and con- 
sulted his own thermometer. “ Six below, now,” said he thought- 
fully, shutting the door and stamping the snow from off his feet. 
Then, hastily giving some instructions to the workmen, he put on 
his coat and hat, took up the lantern again and turned to William. 

“Uncle Bill,” said he earnestly, “I’ve been working and wait- 
ing a long time for this night. It may mean a small fortune for 
us all, and” — here his voice sank to a lower tone — “ it may per- 
haps mean to me something more precious than a dozen fortunes. 
... And I need your help. .. . Sit still and get warm till I 
come back.” 

“What'll Mandy say if I don’t git home immejetly?” 
stammered William, visions of worse than zero greetings flitting 
across his mind. And yet —deep down in his gnarly old heart, too 
deep for even Mandy’s fiery probe to reach — there glowed a warm 
spot for — 

But Dick had gone. 
Where ? 
Straight to Helen Remington. That is, as straight as a detour 
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around the fence would permit. As he marched up the walk to 
the house (wherein he had never been but once in his life) he 
swung his uncle’s lantern and stamped his feet to keep up his 
courage. What would she think of him for daring to call at such 
a late hour? . . . For daring to call at all? . . . For even daring 
to think of calling? In spite of the intense cold, tiny beads of 
perspiration came out on his forehead and then congealed swiftly 
into needle points of despair. To his relief he saw a light in the 
sitting-room. This aristocratic young lady, it seemed, kept aristo- 
cratic hours. He knocked on the door softly. His heart pounded 
fiercely. ‘ Who is there?” asked a puzzled, half-frightened femi- 
nine voice, through the door. At the sound — it was her voice — 
his courage and determination came back with a rush. The night 
was his. The chance had come! 

“It’s only Dick Russell,” he said quietly. “There’s an im- 
portant matter I must see you about.” Then she opened the door 
—haughtily, fearlessly. The lantern light, like a halo, shone 
upon her. Humbly removing his hat, Dick stepped over the 
threshold of paradise. 

“ Come into the sitting-room, Mr. Russell,” said the girl frigidly. 
(My! but the mercury was going down fast.) 

Dick shivered, in spite of his opportunity and his big overcoat. 
She noticed the shiver, and also the tense, drawn look on his 
rugged face. Her face softened a litthke—a very little. (The 
mercury stood still.) 

* You are cold,” she said, simply, pulling a chair toward the fire 
for him. (‘She could do no less fora stray dog,” thought Dick to 
himself with another shiver.) But he took the warm seat grate- 
fully, and said, “* There’s a big freeze coming to-night.” 

“Yes?” (without the faintest trace of interest). 

“ Probably the biggest in years,” he continued, blunderingly. 

“ How do you know ?” 

“]’ve just had news from the weather bureau; and I’ve come 
to warn you and to—to save your orchard.” 

“ Have you warned the other neighbors ?” she asked, quietly. 

“No-o. That is, I—I—” 

“ Why haven’t you?” 

“Because I — well — bother it all!” he stammered, suddenly 
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getting warm all over, —“ because I thought of you first. And I 
only got the news a few minutes ago. And I couldn’t, if I 
wanted to, save all the orchards around here. But 1 can save 
yours —and my own — and Uncle Bill’s.” 

“How?” 

“With the gas plant I’ve been building, and—and—” He 
hesitated, stopped. A strange expression — half fear, half pity — 
had crept into her eyes. ‘* Never mind the details, Mr. Russell,” 
she said hurriedly as she arose to her feet; “ it is late, and there is 
your own orchard to think of. Mine must take its chances as it 
always has done. I thank you—” 

“But —” interrupted Dick as he stood up and faced her. 
(How daintily warm she looked, yet how icily white and cold! 
The lace at her throat seemed like a snow-wreath encircling the 
pale glow of the tropics; her brown eyes burned with the soft but 
icy fire of a polar aurora.) “ But—” he began again, * 1—I—” 
Then a sudden comprehension swept through him; he understood 
her strange expression. The words he would have said died upon 
his lips. With a startled, indignant, awful look — that look 
which only comes to human eyes when death strikes in the guise 
of friendship —this sorely stricken lover proudly threw back his 
head and big shoulders — and marched out of paradise. 

And he marched down the front walk without once looking 
back. He held himself very straight and stiff; and yet, when the 
gate closed behind him — but no one saw, no one heeded. Poor 
Dick. His chance had come —and gone. 

Miss Remington, left alone, took up a book and tried to read. 
But she could not. Those startled, indignant eyes seemed still to 
confront her. That plain but manly face seemed still to shrink 
into deathly whiteness before her presence. She saw, over and 
over again, that terrible metamorphosis of hope into horror. 

And he had come to help her! He had thought of her first. 
. ++ What if she had made a mistake? Could real insanity be 
co-existent with such sane indignation ? 

The clock struck eleven. The room, despite the blazing fire, 
seemed strangely cold. With a sudden shiver she flung the book 
down and drew her chair closer to the fire. Hark! —what was 
that? The night was still, but the house seemed to groan with 
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queer crackling sounds. Outside she heard distant voices and the 
squeaking creak of a passing bob-sleigh. 

“There must be an unusually hard freeze to-night,” she 
thought. Then, with a quick start, she remembered that he had 
predicted it. With an odd feeling of distress and uncertainty she 
sprang to her feet and, hastily wrapping a shawl around her head, 
went out on the front porch to look at the thermometer. The 
light from a window shone on it. She looked; started back; then 
looked again. 

Eight degrees below zero! 

She began to feel afraid; she had heard of the damage wrought 
to peach orchards by cold only a trifle more intense than this. 
The stars shot frosty flashes of defiance at her; the icy air gripped 
her throat and clutched at her bare hands. Ah! how bitter cold! 
As she hesitated, strange lights commenced to glow on the adjoin- 
ing farm. She stood spellbound. The lights multiplied and 
grew before her eyes as in a scene from fairyland. Then the 
cold gripped her cruelly and, with a gasp of physical pain, she 
crept indoors and shiveringly bent over the fire. 

Snap — creak — snap! faintly moaned the frost spirits im- 
prisoned in the house walls. The cat came whining to Helen’s 
feet, as if afraid. The fire roared and spit viciously. 

Real fear tugged at her heart. She felt cruelly alone. Should 
she awaken her aunt? Or the servant? Then she remembered, 
with another pang of fear, that the hired man had gone to a 
neighboring village to spend the night. Stepping to a window 
she breathed on the frosted pane; the Ice King, intoxicated by 
her warm breath, relaxed his hold on the pane and melted into 
visible geniality. Looking out, in the direction of Dick Russell’s 
farm, she saw that his orchard was encompassed and crossed by 
systematic rows of yellow light-jets, blazing and smoking uncan- 
nily in the still air! 

Then the truth came home to her. 

He was not insane. He was merely a genius. He was right; 
she was wrong. He had come to her in manly helpfulness, and 
she had — 

The tears came to her eyes. But not for long. Hurrying to 
the hall she put on her overshoes and warm outdoor wraps, and 
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stepped out on the porch. A hasty glance at the mercury — 
nine below, and the night not yet half gone! She sped down the 
walk and then toward Dick’s farm. No need of a lantern; the 
murky glow of those many lights made the way plain. She did 
not hesitate ; she was not afraid ; conventionalities were forgotten. 
But one thought possessed her —to find Mr. Russell and ask his 
forgiveness. The rest did not matter. 

She found him, as fate would have it—alone. He was hard at 
work, wrench in one hand, lighted torch in the other, unscrewing 
black valves upreared above the snow, and then igniting into life 
uprushing jets of fire. In other parts of the orchard three men 
were similarly employed. 

Hearing footsteps, Dick raised his head and faced a vision in a 
furry cloak — an angel with panting breast, glowing eyes and a 
breath-born frosty halo around its bewitching head. 

“ Helen!” 

They looked into each other’s eyes — hesitating, incredulous, 
mute. The lights glowed, the air felt warmer; the stars snapped 
steely sparks, like demons balked of their prey. The peach trees, 
grateful for human companionship and help, stretched forth their 
sheltering limbs to shield this bit of arctic Eden from the outside 
world. The snow glistened and sparkled like wedding crystal. 
Distant voices could be heard, as if from another existence. 

Words came at last. “I misjudged you,” she said simply, 
humbly. That was all. 

For reply Dick dropped the wrench, flung off one mitten, and 
extended a smoky, bare hand — (which, to tell the truth, looked 
more forgiving than inviting). But Helen slipped a grateful hand 
into the offered (though grimy) clemency ; and, when the clemency 
so far forgot itself as to boldly squeeze the imprisoned petitioner, 
she did not complain. She only blushed. Whereupon Dick, 
being a man of action rather than words, omitted to say several 
nice, pleasant things that an exemplary hero in an exemplary 
story would most certainly have said. 

No; he merely let go of her hand. Reluctantly, but actually. 
Then, instead of kneeling at her feet and incidentally freezing his 
knee-caps, or instead of escorting her home in knightly style and 
so losing much valuable time, he merely said, “ Your coming has 
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hoiped me greatly ; but there is much todo. You will catch cold 
heic. . . . Good-night ” — his voice sank to a softer, almost cares- 
sing tone — * good-night !” 

Snaiching up the fallen wrench and waving it encouragingly at 
the girl, away he went at a keen run. For a second she stood and 
watched bis lithe, powerful figure; then she saw —like a greasy 
spot on a white tablecloth — Dick’s discarded mitten lying on the 
snow at her feet. She started—smiled. Then, growing suddenly 
ashamed and afraid, she turned and fled. 

That night Dick “ did things,” manly things, rapid, clever things. 
He hurried William Waddle and the two men, William Waddle 
hurried two horses, and the two horses hurried load after load of 
spare iron piping to various places in Miss Remington’s orchard. 
But first, with great joy (and a file), Dick cut a wide opening in 
the fence that “reached down to the antipodes and barred out 
heaven.” Under his vigorous strokes the wires -parted with a 
vicious, reluctant snap, and the victorious besieger passed through 
into the promised land. 

Quickly and deftly the men began coupling the lengths of pipe 
together; while Dick, with one hand almost frozen, went back to 
find his lost mitten. Finding it, the pipe-laying progressed with 
greater rapidity. Soon the Remington orchard was encompassed 
and crossed with lines of black tubing laid upon the snow-crust, 
each pipe-length pierced in the centre with a tiny drilled hole. 
The line complete, Dick sent a man to open a valve at the fence 
juncture, while he and other men, torch in hand, ran along the 
line and ignited the gas at each opening. 

Ten degrees below zero! 

The tired men next turned their attention to the ten-acre Waddle 
orchard, and that too was soon protected by a picket guard of 
blazing gas. 

Nine below ! 

Wearied and cold the men staggered to the gas-house and sank 
exhausted on the floor. After a short rest Dick consulted the 
thermometer again. 

Five below! 

“T’ve done it!” he gasped, triumphantly. 

* So’ve I,” muttered William, as a feminine figure appeared in 
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the doorway and a feminine voice (sharp and chill as the air ovt 
side) demanded to know — 
Oh, well, William can tell you the rest. 


The subsequent events of that night are still fresh in tho mines 
of Michigan peach growers. The “great freeze of ’9” -- the 
most destructive in a quarter of a century — has desserdaa into 
history. In the morning hours of that fateful night the tempera- 
ture (except in Dick’s protected orchards, where ten was the lowest 
point registered) fell, slowly but surely, until it reached twenty 
and —in some places — twenty-five degrees below zero. A majority 
of the “ peach belt” farmers slumbered on, unconscious of danger, 
waking in the morning to find destitution peering at them out of 
the icy air. Peach buds were ruined ; and in many instances, the 
trees as well. The money loss crept up into the millions. 

As weeks and months went by, the wisdom of Dick’s “ fool 
idea” became more and more manifest ; and, when crop time came, 
the only orchards which bore peach crops in that township were 
“ Purgatory,” “ Hell,” and “ Paradise” —as the neighbors slyly 
called the three farms, for William's early joke had somehow 
leaked into the public ear. And in that year of scarcity a peach 
crop was almost as good asa small gold-mine. Dick’s bank account 
grew prodigiously. The last remnant of Miss Remington’s mort- 
gage disappeared. Mrs. Waddle’s sealskin sack materialized into 
glossy, furry reality. 

The breach in the fence barrier, once open, slowly widened ; the 
sundered wires, once parted, refused to reunite. The way into 
paradise remained open. And Dick, as time went by, wore a short- 
cut path from “ purgatory to heaven.” One night (Ah! the world 
is studded with such nights, like stars in the dark sky) he asked a 
question — that question which has re-echoed in the universe 
since time began — and Miss Remington, blushing, archly said : 

“Yes, Dick; but we needn’t live in—in purgatory, need we? 
There isn’t a house there, you know; and there is one — here.” 
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Food for hot weather is an important question. People can feel from ten to 
twenty degrees cooler than their neighbors, by avoiding fats, cutting down the 
butter ration and indulging more freely in fruits and food easy of digestion. 

An ideal meal is Grape-Nuts with cream, some fruit, a couple of slices of 
whole wheat bread, and a cup of Postum Food Coffee, hot, or if cold a little lemon 
juice squeezed in; Grape-Nuts can be made the principal food of the meal, be- 
cause itis a concentrated food, one pound having as much nourishment — that 
the system will absorb —as ten pounds of beef, in addition to which it is already 
cooked and ready to serve. Delicious hot weather entrees and desserts are easily 
made. 


Try this entree : — (Salmon Croquettes with Grape-Nuts.) Drain a can of salmon and mash the 
fish fine ; add two beaten eggs, four tavlespoonfuls of melted butter, one eup of bread-crumbs. one- 
half eup of finely ground Grape-Nuts, six tablespoonfuls of milk; salt, cayenne pepper and a pinch 
of mace. Beat to a paste. Lay small spoonfuls first into beaten egg. then in cracker dust, ard 
shape into croquettes, Fry a delicate brown in deep fat and serve with mayonnaise dressing. 


A dessert for a warm day :—(Fruited Grape-Nuts.) Chop together enough pineapple, bananas 
and peaches to make one cupful. ina dainty dish places a layer ef this chop fruit ; then one of 
Grape-Nuts and repeat. Over all turn a cupful of whipped cream, let stand on ice ten minutes and 
serve. 


A booklet of excellent recipes is found in every package of Grape-Nuts and 
many easy warm weather dishes can be made that are not only nutritious, but 
pleasing to the palate. 

A person can pass through weather that may be intensely hot, in a comfort- 
able manner, if the food be properly selected and the above suggestions can be 
put into practice with most excellent results. 
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This Chef is Vexed 


For years he has kept his department, which consists | 
of the daily food of many people, neat, sweet and clean, 
not contaminated or tainted by the contact of flies. Me 
knows how unclean flies are and how readily the germs 
of disease they carry are transferred to and dissemin- 
ated in his choicest dishes. He also knows from ex- 
perience that ; 


Tanglefoot 
STICHY FLY PAPER 

is the only known thing that catches the fly as well as 


the germs and coats them both over with a varnish 
from which they can never escape, 


RAN CE 


$12.98 STEEL 


(2.98 without reservoir or 
Si7. 


Wiined reservoir, high shelf and 
warming closet, as il- 
high 


grade, ig 322 ndsteel 
at others advertise and sell 


at 625.00 to 635.00. Hundreds of 
other big price making sur- 

prises in our com- 
= plete Stove Cat- 
alogue, sent free 
on application. If 
you want any- 
thing in the way 
of a steel range, 
cook stove, heater, 
gasoline or oll stove, 


Every steve made 
in our own foundry. 
For the most wonder- 
_ fel steve prices, com- 
te eatalogue and our 


AL PAY AFTER 
RECEIVED OFFER, cut this ad. ou 


mail to 
Sears, Roebuck & Co., CHICAGO. 


L 2 ‘ 
Sandwiches 
or 15cents 


Made fromJ can 


UNDERWOODS 
DEVILED Ham 


Ls, Measurement 10 inches 

yt Throws air equal to any 
$15 electric fan. 

: RUNS BY WATER 


Requires bat 10 lhe. water 
Can be connected 
nany room or to any spigot. 


Fed by ,J, Inch Hole 
Descriptive Circular free on 
request. Agents wanted, 


DELAWARE RUBBER CO., 631 Market St., Philadelphia, Pa. 


BEAUTIFUL WOME are admired. Every 
woman should know 
about my beautifying toilet preparations. Send two 
cent stamp for list in sealed envelope. 
A. S. Bucknam, Dept. A., 187 Madison Street, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


A ED IMPROVE YOUR COMPLEXION JY USING 


Makes the cheeks red to stay red without 

HEEK paint. Perfectly harmless. Sent, with full 
directions for improving the complexion, 

jackson, Miss. 


for 2 cents. C. A. FRANSIOLA, 214 A State St., 4: 


Can Easily Make 
$18 TO $25 
weekly by representing us in her lo- 
cality and as the position is pleasant and profitable the year round 
we will gladly send particulars free to all, Even your spare time is 


valuable. This is no deception, and if you really want to make money 
address WOMAN'S MUTUAL BENEFIT CO., Box 86, JOLIET, ILL. 


vi ADVERTISEMENTS. 
WHO TOOK MY 
e 
FLIES CARRY ONTAG! ONY fil 
| 
| 
} 
: 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


PIVLRPSIBLL 


COTTA 


MANY ADVANTAGES. 


Perfect in fit, never ragged or uncomfortable, 
Very convenient, stylish, economical, Made of 
fine cloth and exactly resemble linen goods, Turn 
down collars are reversible and give double service. 


NO LAUNDRY WORK. 


When discard. ‘Ten collars or five 
of By mail, Se 

». in U.S. stamps for sample collar or pair of cuffs, 
Name size anc atyle. 


REVERSIBLE COLLAR CO., Dept. 0, Boston. 


11,126 MILES 


of railway east of Chicago, St, Louis 
and the Mississippi River, with east- 
ern terminals at New York, Boston 
and Montreal, are embraced in the 


NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 


For No. 3 of the Four-Track Series containing 
& map showing this Central Railway System of 
America, send a two-cent stamp to George H. 
Daniels, General Passenger Agent, New York 
Central R. R., Grand Central Station, New 
York, 


The Risk of 


Summer Travel 
The greater amount of travel in 


the summer time increases per- 


sonal risk. We insure y 


you against loss of in- 
come resulting from ac- 
cidents, if you take out an 


Accident 


Policy 
in THE TRAVELERS 


INSURANCE CO., of 
Hartford, the oldest, 
largest strongest 


Accident Insurance Com- 
pany in the world. 
These policies guarantee 
a weekly income while 
disabled and large 
amounts for loss of legs, 
arms, hands, feet or eyes. 
If death ensues a stated 
sum is paid. $27,000,000 
have been distributed 
among 377,000  policy- 
holders or their families 
for injuries or death. 


AL ife Policy 


in THE TRAVELERS 
INSURANCE COMPA- 
NY provides safe insur- 
ance at a lower guaran- 
teed net cost than mutual 
companies, which charge 
for insurance and give 
such a share in the pro- 
fits as the company sees 
fit, THE TRAVELERS 
charges for insurance 
only. The net cost of a 
policy in THE TRAVEL- 
ERS is therefore guaran- 
teed and known before- 
hand and the difference 
is in your pocket first to 
last. 


Agents in every town; or 


The Travelers 


write for interesting liter- 
ature. 


\ 


Insurance Co. 


Hartford, Conn. 
(Founded 1863) 
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Shake into your Shoes 


Allen's Ease, a powder for 
the feet. It cures painful, swollen, 
smarting, nervous feet and instantly 
takes the sting outof corns and bunions. 
It’s the comfort dis- 
covery ofthe age. Allen’: Foote 
makes tight-htting or new shoes 
feel easy. It is a certain eure for in- 
growing nails, sweating, callous and 
hot, tired, aching feet. ‘We have over 
30, (C0 textimomals. TRY IT TO- 
DAY. Sold by all Druggists and Shoe 
Stores, 2c. De notaccept animi- 
tation. Sent by mai! forse. in stamps. 
TRIAI, PACKAGE 
"4 FREE sent by mail. 
MOTHER GRAY’S SWEET 
POWDERS, the best medicine for 
Feverish. Sickly Children. Sold by 
Trial P»ckage F BS, 
I OLMSTED, Le N 


(Mention this paper.1 


ALLEN'S FOOT-EASE 


Organ, 


Offer! One Year’s Free Trial! 
25-Years’ Binding Guaran- 
tee! All explained in our§ 
FREE MUSIC . 
CATALOGUE. We 


ell pianos from $89.00 
$165.00, the equal 
of instruments sold b 


High Grade Violins, 
Guliare and Mandeo- 
lins at $2. 45 and upwards 
For our beautifully il- 
lustrated, big complete 
Musle Catalogue, low- 
est prices, free trial and 
pay after received offer, 

eut this ad out and mail te 


ROEBUCK & CO., 
IL. 


IS YOUR INSTEP LOW ? 


Gilbert's Heel Cushions 


“ Worn inside the shoe,”’ 
Arch the Instep, 
Increase Height, 
- Make Ketter Fit- 
ting Shoes, Re- 
move Jar in Walking. Indorsed by physicians. Simply 
ne in the heel, felt down. Don’t require larger shoes. 
2in., 25c.; 3-4 in., 35e.; 1 in., We. per pair. At shoe 
and department stores. 

D Send name, size shoe, nis desired, and 2c. 

« stamp for pair on 10 da 4 trial. 
GILBERT MFG. 50 Kim St., Rochester, N. Y. 


For Children While Cutting Their Teeth. 


An Old and Well-Tried Remedy. 


FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS 
MRS. WINSLOW'S SOOTHING SYRUP 


has been used for over Firry YEARS by 
of Moruers for their CHILDREN 
WHILE TEETHING, with PERFECT SUCCESS, 
Ir Soornes the CHILD, Sorrens the Gums. 
ALLAYs all Pain; Cures WIND COLIC, and 
is the best remedy for Diarruaa. Sold by 
Druggists in every part of the world. Be sure 
and ask for Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing 
Syrup and take no other kind. 


Twenty-five Cents a Bottle. 


M 
WAIST. LENGTHENER 


Produces most stylish 
** Dip Pront”’ or** Straight 
Froat’’ Pigure. 
The ball-mark of the smart! 
woman. More “ Kimsey’s” sol ; 
than all others put together. All objections 
to the old style overcome in * Kimsey’s 
Improved.” Any desired length can be ob-§ 
tained instantly; any style waist worn, open § 
back or front; any style belt. No alterations 
to waist or skirt -osipaid for S4e.— stamps 
or silver. Money back if not satisfied 
AGENTS find Kimsey’s Impro 
Lengthener and Kimsey's ‘*Bestyet”’ Skirt Supporter 
very best sellers they can handle. Write for terms. 
FREE ONE Mystic PIN SKIRT LIFTER 


WITH EACH LENGTHENER. 
The Kimsey Mig. Co. 39h & Market Sts. W. Phila., Pa. 


A MUSICAL BOUQUET. 


For twelve female characters. A new musical enter- 
tainment for churches, similar in character to the pop- 
ular “Old Maids’ Convention,” “The Peak Sisters,” 
and “ The Quilting Party.’”’ An admirable frame for a 
concert or miscellaneous entertainment. 

Price, 25 cents, postpaid, by mall. 
Send for our new catalogue of dialogues and entertainment: 
free to any address, 
WALTER H. BAKER & CO. 
o. 5 Hamilton Place, Boston, Mass. 


Straight Hair Made Curly 


Wash the hair with **California Cerly Bark.” 
Only a few applications necessary to make hair curly 
First w ve makes hair Wavy. Will not injure or change 
color. box sent postpaid for $1. Sample package, 2«. 
THE CU oR Y BARK CO,, 408 Powell St., San Francisco. 


“WALNUTTA” HAIR STAIN 
is prepared from the juice of the Philip- 
pine Islands walnut, and restores Gray, 
Streaked, Faded or Bleached Hair, Eye- 
brows, Beard or Moustache to its original 
color, instantaneously, Givesany shade 
from Light Brown te Black. Does not 
wash off or rub off. Contains no a 
and is not sticky or greasy. “Wat 

Hair Stain will give more catistactory results in one minute 

than al) the hair restorers and hair yee | will in a lifetime. 

Price 60 cents a bottie, —. o convince you of ite 


merits we will send a sample bettie postpesd 
PACIFIC TRADING CO., Office 25, St. 


d for 20c. 
Louis, Mo. 
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is the 

most recent 
development of 
photographic science. 


So marvelous in its 


The Camera A pan perfection as 


to entirely revolutionize 
/ the making of pictures. 


with a / magazine carries 


M ; / 2 plates or 24 films, which change 
agic / automatically. You always have a 
fresh plate or film ready for instant 


posures on one plate. Each exposure is 
developed separately—the only way to 
make perfect pictures. 
Snappa takes pictures with a 
rapidity and precision heretofore 
unknown in snap shot work. 


Ask to see it at the dealers, or 
send for descriptive book. 


ROCHESTER 
OPTICAL AND CAMERA CO. 
150 South St., Rochester, N. Y. 


Magazine 7 use. It is impossible to make two ex- 


EVER READY FLASH LIGHT 


é useiul for engineers, machinists, physicians, round the house, for offi 
fac all purposes where a light is required instantly. 
catalogue and price. 


AMERICAN ELECTRISAL NOVELTY AND MFG. CO.. Dept. G, 255 Centre St., N. ¥. 


GINSENG: 


asily grown throughout the U. 
and C A. ula. Room in your ADS 
to grow lars worth. 
Roots and seeds for sale. Send 4c for age and get 
our booklet telling all about it, McDowell Ginseng | Self Feedi . Self Closing. No 
Garden, Joplin, Mo., U. 8. A 


“PRESS-ME” 


A Tobacco Pouch 
GOOD THING 


made from one-half 


Trouble Waste. For Pipe 
and Cigarette Smokers 


to do J 
furni 1, 
to $12 grows your tobacconist or direct. 


sar 
ROYAL CO., Desk Desk C., 34 Moarce Street, 


Tobacco is fed ont antomati- 
| eally. Made of fine soft leather 
in brown, russet and blac k, 


Ly] work at their homes. We 

sh all material and pay from $7 rice, 2e.; kangaroo, S0c.; sea Te. 

Pouch Co., Inc., Box 284, 
D.C. 


high ‘Grade, CENTS buys this 
High Arm. 
Oak, D Cabinet sew ac an ea 


for our | DROP FoR THE BEAUTIFUL 
$10.4 $ii.9 


HEAD Cabinet Celebrated BARQUETRY DECORAT- 
EW QUEEN Machine, KDGEMERE SEWING MACHINE. 


for the stand: bail bearing for the HIGHEST GRADE 
BURDICK Sewing Sewing Machine made. 


tne equal of and $60.00 agents’ machines. 
ue OT he je mac and fully 
the parts, mechan and specia. in ou 


THREE MONTHS” FREE TRIAL 


ogu h ost nderful Ties eee rings ever aeae, our liberal terms, 
received offer and E MONTHS’ FREE TRIAL 


pay after received to SEARS, ROEBUCK & CO., CH 


ordered. 
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Good Old Grandma’s Advice 


The wisdom of years of e: 
grandpa’s and the children’s, an 


The children are sick—send for grandma! Who is there like her 
for wisdom and gentleness and sympathy, since the first baby came? 
What would we have done without her? 


could get no rest day or night. I took 
and after three days was very much better. I can 
ever thank you enough for the relief Cascarets 
ave given me. 


“Cascarets are splendid, my. old mother praises them very 
hi hiy, and says she would never be without them 
oward W. Wellman, 139 Tremont Street, Fairmount, Ohio. 


“I suffered seven yeors with tape-worm but didn’t know 
I had one. Two mon 

the bowels, sour stomach, sick headache. I tried Cascarets 
and had not taken them a week before | wen, relieved of a 
tape-worm 18 feet long. I am very much bett 


hs ago I was taken with inflammation of 


— Mrs. John Stone, Put-In- Bay Island, Ohio. 


“After taking Cascarets for a few nights before writing, 
I was able to pass a tape-worm & feet in length. Cascare 3 
have our praise, and I will Faltingly furnish a testimonial 
to anyone who desires it.""— Mrs. Harry Wood, Kenneth, Ind. 


“I was troubled for a long time with liver complaint and 
was in such misery that I had to give up work. took but 
four doses of Cascarets before I was able to go to work again."’ 


— Mrs. Jos. Kresling, 1921 Congress St., St. Louis. 


“A year ago I was a great sufferer from piles and 
ascarets 


— Mrs. Mary E. Stewart. Pleasonton, lowa. 
“I had suffered with sick headache for many 


ears, and with indigestion and constipation from 
ime to time. Since using Cascarets I am free fro 
these ailments and recommend Cascarets 
sufferers.’’— Mrs. Delia Kerns, professional nurse 
226 West 36th Street, New York. 


rience with her own health, and 
the children’s children has taught 


grandma what is good for her and the several generations of family 


she has looked after. 


Grandma of today knows and advises that 


Cascarets Candy Cathartic are the only perfect family medicine for 


all bowel troubles, children’s diseases, 


iseases of the stomach and 


liver, sick headaches, biliousness and bad blood. 


Best for the Bowels. 


All druggists, roc, 25c, 


Never sold in bulk. 


Genuine tablet stamped CC C. Guaranteeh te eune or your money 
back. Sample and booklet free. Address 


Sterling Remedy Co., Chicago or New York. 


tasteless and will cure this dreadful habit, quietly and permanently without the 
cod will Itis positive and permanent “Secret Cure 
t 


Agentseverywhere ; either sex ; Zarema 
Wanted diamonds ; experts puzzled to detect 


from genuine; liberal commission; ogue, sample 
85 Dearborn St., Chicago 


If send us your name and address with 4 cents to cover postage 
we willsend y ou package of our ‘Secret Cure’’in & eackage 


free, how togiveit secretly in tea, coffee, food, ete. Itisodorless and 


he Drink Habit, and will cost you nothing to try it. Good for both sexes. 


MILO _bruC CO., Dept. 72 St. Louis, Mo. 


MORPHINE 
Estabit 
since 1875. 30,000 cases 
eured, The Treatmentcan 
be taken —— home without in- 


Dr. or detention business. Address T 


Dr. Jd. Ce., Dept. B89 Lebanen, 


Your Fortune Free 


From cradie to grave past, present and future correct!, 
treated and success assured in love and business. Mysteric» 
revealed. My horoscopes are wonderful diviners; send dat: 
of birth and stamp, and I will send you, entirely free, a hore 
scope «f your life, or if you send Ie I will also send a dereri; 

tion of the person you ‘should love, and sample copy of my 
wonderful magazine, They cal! me the wonder of the twen 
tieth century, ause of my true predictions. Only thirty 


years old, I have made over $100,000. I may make you 
equally successfulif you heed my advice. 


PROF, R. A, ASTRO, Box 8693, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


YSELF CURED dived 


rmiless ane? Cure. 


BALDWIN, P. 0. Box 1212, Chicages 


MORPH 


habit. Contains V ital P rinci | 
physi 


Tal Treatment Free HOME CURE 


dicted to the use of Morphine, Opium or other drog 


t tofore unknown and lacking in all others. We restore the nervous 
cal systems and t ne ‘remove the cause. Confidential correspondence invited from all. 


TION, 46 B Van Buren St., Chicago, I 
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Just Published.— THE SOUP TUREEN 
And other DUOLOGUES AND DIALOGUES 


Translated by Members of THE BELLEVUE DRAMATIC CLUB of Newport 
rice, 25 Cents, 
CONTENTS 
Tue Soup TurREEN. 1 male, 2 females. | —- or TLEMCEN. 2 males, 3 
emales. 
Tus Gran. 3 males. Tue OLD HomEsTEAD. 2 males, 2 females. 
Levia. 1 male, 1 female. Tue CARDINAL'S ILLNESS. 6 males, 1 fe- 
Tue SERENADE, 2 females. male. 


BAKER’S HUMOROUS DIALOGUES 


For schoo] exhibitions or private theatricals. By GEO. M. BAKER. 
CONTENTS 


Tue Tuer or Time. 6 male characters. Santa Cravs’ Frottcs. Boys and girls. 
Tue Hypocnonpriac. 5male characters. A Stitcu rx Time Saves Ning. 1 male, 1 
A Pusiic Beneractor. 6 male charac- female character. 

ters. Tue Rep Cu1egNnon. 6 female characters. 
Tue Runaways. 4 male characters. Ustne WeED. 7 female characters. 
IGNORANCE IS Biiss. 3 male characters. | A Love or a Bonnet. 6 female char- 
Tue Pouitricians. 2 male charac- acters. 

ters. A Precious Pickus. 7female characters. 
Coaus or Fire. 6 male characters. 

Price, 30 Cents. 


TEMPERANCE DRAMAS 


A collection of dramas, comedies, and farces, comprising some of the most popular 
plays of this popular author. By GEO. M. BAKER. 
CONTENTS 

Tue Litrie Brown Jua. 3 Acts. 5males, | Toe MAN THE DeMIJOHN. 1 Act. 4 
3 females. males. 

SEEING THE 1 Act. 5 males, | Toe Temprer. 1 Act. 3 males, 1 fe- 
2 females. male 

A LirrLte More Crper. 1 Act. 5 males, We're Att TEETOTALLERS. 1 Act. 4 
3 females. males, 2 females. 

A Drop Too Mucn. 1 Act. 4 males, 2 Tue Last Loar. 2 Acts. 5 males, 3 fe- 
females. males. 

Price, 30 Cents. 


receipt BAKER. 5 Hamilton Place, Boston, Mass. 


The Marrow of Tradition 


By CHARLES W. CHESNUTT 
A vitally interesting story of contemporary Southern life. 


“ As a skilful writer Mr. Chesnutt stands among the best American novelists. 
His story develops naturally, and while his motive in seeking for greater justice 
for the negro is quite evident, still one feels that it is always subordinate to the 
story itself." JOURNAL. 


“In his latest book, Mr. Chesnutt has presented his case with unflinching 
earnestness, skill, and dramatic power; with deft touches of humor; with fairness 
to white and black alike; with logical conclusions, and, withal, a conscientious 
and admirable honesty which must gain him, in addition to his well-merited fame 
as a writer, recognition as a leading advocate of justice to the negro.” — THE 
LITERARY DIGEsT. 


Crown 8vo, $1.50 
HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN & COMPANY 
BOSTON, MASS. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


Double Your Vacation! 


Here is a chance for doubling the delights of your vacation: 
A chance for securing 100 Happy Half Hours for yourself, your friends, fellow trav- 


elers and fellow vacationists. 
Insurance against the Blues. 


A chance for securing a most delightful, never failing 


Ever since man’s tongue began to wag “a fascinating tale cleverly told” has multi- 


plied human happiness. 


Here are 100 Fascinating Tales Cleverly Told of the sort that have won for The Black 
Cat the title, “ The Story-telling Hit of the Century.” They are all Original, Unusuaal, 
Live, Captivating, Complete stories—stories that appeal to every taste of every vaca- 


tionist and every stay-at-home. 


Stories of Adventure, Stories of Mystery, Stories of 


Love, Stories of Humor, Stories of Detectives, Stories of Pathos, Stories of Land and Sea, 


of Peace and War, of Home and Foreign Lands. 


They are the best stories that genius 


can devise and money can buy and include some of the greatest prize stories ever written. 
For 50 cents the entire lot of 100 stories will be delivered to you, postage paid to any 
point in U. 8., Canada, and Mexico. Here they are: — 


For the Sake of Lize, $500 Prize Story, C. B. Lewis. 

A Model Man, Edwin E. Stillman. 

When Time Turned, $125 Prize Story, E. W. Mumford. 
An Arizona Pastoral, Frank H. Mayer. 

The Black Token, $100 Prize Story, J. M. Chenery. 
The Vanishing Window, Richard Harker Shelton. 
My Filipino Watch, Carroll Carrington, 

in the sweetness of Death, Neirda Reyelb. 

Out of the Desert, Fdward Stratton Holloway. 

On the Turn of a Coin, Cleveland Moffett. 

The Man Who Met Fear, Louise Betts Edwards. 

The Transpositiomof Stomachs, Charles E, Mixer. 
The Sins of Sims, Harle Oren Cummins. 

The Unassimilated Miss Downing, E. 8. Holloway. 
The Cross on the Plain, George Dyre Eldridge. 

The Rhyme for Rachel, Clifford Howard. 

The Blue Light on the Mountain, Paul Crandall. 

The Phantom Dromedary. Henry Adelbert Thom n. 
Mrs. Thompsen’s Account of [t.$200 Prize, E. H. Leland. 
A Touch of Nature, William Forster Brown. 

J. Simms; His Exits and Entrances, H. A. Thompson. 
The Footsteps of Fear, Fanny Kemble Johnson. 

A Thousand- Dollar Job, Richard Barker Shelton. 

A Millon-Dollar Cinder, Will N. Harben, 

The Lack of William the Angel. Pan! —. 

The Warden's Overcoat, Grace Gorrill Gowing. 

The Trade Rat Mine, Eustace V. Bray. 

A Young Man's Fancy, Grace MacGowan Cooke. 

By Jove! Grace Frances Bird. 
Goddo, the Holy Monkey, Henry Austin. 

A Twentieth Century Wedding. Annie Reese Locke. 
Angela’s Complexion, H. J. W. Dam. 

The Smile of Joss, $200 Prize Story, W. J Neidig. 
Handle With Care, Charles Webster Kimball. 

The Yellow Tuft, David Bruce Fitzgerald. 

An Exploded Theory, Charles Forrest McLean. 

An Understady for a Princess, Miriam Michelson. 
The Man With the Ked Pants, Harle Oren Cummins. 
In the Sierra Madres, Newton Newkirk. 

Mrs. Todd’s Three-Flights Front, Richard B, Shelton, 
Old Man Hornbeck’s Conversion, C. E. G. Peabody. 
Fifty Dollars’ Margin, Paul 

A Witch City Mystery. Frederic Van Rensselaer Dey, 
The Wayside Sphinx, Mary Foote Arnold. 

The Wine of Pantinelli, Harie Oren Cummins. 

Flying the Flume, Bailey Millard. 

A Helflah of the Cinder-Path, $125 Prize, 8. Scoville, Jr. 
Dr. Gilbert’s $7 Bill, F. L. Pollockand J. D. Elisworth. 
The Passing of Brickville, Joseph N. Quail. 

An Unfair Exchange, Fthel Watts Mumford. 

The Man Who Could Walk Straight, F. B. Bagley. 

In Hell’s Canon, Harold Kinsabby. 

The Redlighting of Dumont, Clarence Maiko. 


The Bumblebee Cure, Marion Mills Miller. 

The Searlet Handkerchief, T. H. Chalmers. 
Parker's Polar Plasters, Erin Graham. 

The Master Move, George E. Gardner, 

At the Sign of the Wildcat, Katharine P. Clark. 

A Postal Card Tragedy, EB. F. Bishop. 

The Gratitude of Mrs. Hatch, G. B. Dunham. 

Ely’s Automatic Housemaid, Elizabeth W. Bellamy. 
Family Skeleton’s W dg. Jrny.. $125 Prize, Johnston. 
The Curse of Zulma Rebya, Xheta Childe Dorr, 

To Save a Stainless Name, Catharine Young Glen. 
The abin of Ruddy Gulch, Paul Shoup, 
Wanted — A Name, Hugh Wakefield. 

Wanted — A Legal Decision, Florence W. Ruger. 
The Holiow in the Ked Rocks, A. W. Whitehouse. 
Sir Straggle, Enos D. Taylor. 

Underwater House, Frank Bailey Millard. 

A Prince of the Jungle, Carrol! Carrington. 

A Death-Angel in Overalls, A. H. Hutchinson. 

The Castro Baby, Mary Austin. 

A Sagebrush Cicada, Miriam Michelson. 

The Stolen Melody, Constance Fauntleroy Runcie. 
King of the Subdivision, $160 Prize, J. O'Shaughnessy. 
The Bramble Gift Trust, Zollie Lather Jones, 

The Parchment Slave, A. M. Barnes. 

Monsieur Angot, Charles F. Bourke. 

The Ivory Bells, James Buckham. 

The Purloining of Ruth Alien, Elizabeth F. Wade, 
The Scoop of the Scarlet Tanager, E. B. Clark. 
Honeymoon at Candlestand Mt., G. MacG.Cooke. 
The Man Without a Name, Francis M. Butler. 
Denny, Landis Millis. 

The Lost Brook Trail, Bert Leston Taylor. 

A Modern de Pompadour, Jennie K. Waterbury. 
The Parchment Diary, Willis B. Lloyd. 

A Honeymoon Eclipse, George C. Gardner. 

A Bachelor Girl's Husband. $125 Prize, F. E. Austin, 
The Captain’s Last Cruise, Stanley E. Johnson. 
Silas F. Quigley — To Arrive, Lewis H. Rogers. 

The Polar Magnet, Philip Verrill Mighels. 
Fitzhugh, W. Maepherson W iltbank. 

The Passionate Snake, Elia Higginson. 

Professor Whirlwind, Allen Quinan. 

Pocket of Goat Island, $100 Prize, Henry R. Taylor. 
Pericles P. Pemberton: Cured, Jessie Keno Odlin. 
How David Came Home, $125 Prize, H. A. Fillmore. 
The Father of His Country, Frank E. Chase. 
Margaret Kelly's Wake, Prize, 8. C, Brean, 


No Vacation Gripsack is complete without the above capital 
collection of Prize Fiction. Send as 50 cents (stamps will do) while 
the limited supply of back numbers of The Black Cat lasts, and we 
will mail, postage paid, the 20 numbers containing the above 100 

stories. 


The Shortstory Publishing Company, Boston, Mass. 
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NERVE-FORCE 


DORMANT CIRCULATION 


that resene can aly be assured by its re-establishment by direetly charging the con- 
trolling battery-cel swith an element imitating the nerve foree pre 


tor that purpose by N 
mal. 
its every detail. 


with * 


with crue! operations’ 


as incurable.’ 


MRS, GEO. A. CORWIN 


FORCE, and it will positively re-establish the most sluggish CIRCULAT 
It has won tor us many Gold Medals for life-saving in the past twenty 
We do not, however, advertise it - 
We send this Publication free, in plain envelope, to as many 
addresses as you may send us, 

We appeal especially to the “ chronically ill" who are wearied and discouraged 
* stomac h dosing ” as a means of wartare a, 
; to men and women who, in spite of heroic efforts for cure, 
feel themselves steadily declining; to men and women who are victims of sedentary 
employment or excessive “ brain exhaustion,” and to those who have been cast 


; a noble UNGUENT for 
is founded upon the 


is a Home Kemedy 
external ap lication. It 


principle that suffering, Premature Decline 
and Premature Death are the and 
indirect, results of 


red 
ature. This imitative element is our wo NERVE- 
PION to nor- 


ears. 
but our NE RVE-FORKCE Journal, which explains 


inst Disease ; to sufferers threate 


MR. and MRS, GEO, A. CORWIN, 1421 Mt. Morris Bank Building, NEW YORK CITY. 


FREE YOU 


Send Us 30 Words 


Or more of your natural handwriting, and ten 
cents to cover cost of mailing, etc., and we will 
guarantee to give you a reading of your character 
and tell you the vocation you should follow to be 
most successful. We will also send you, postpaid, 
a free copy of a handsomely illusirated book, 
entitled **Seeret of Power,’’ which thor- 
oughly explains our famous ** Ki- Magi’? system 
of personal influence; gives simple but sure direc- 
tions for increasing your salary or income; de 
scribes secret methods for developing personal 
magnetism, and tells how to acquire a powerful 
silent influence over whomever you will. Address 


Columbia Scientific Academy, 
Dept. 9L, 1931 Broadway, New York. 


How to reduce | it 
Mr. Hugo Horn, 34 

St., New York 

4d my weight ‘” Ihe. three years ago, and I have 


“Tt reduce 
not gained an ounce since."” Purely vegetable ,and harmless as 


water. Any onecan makeit at home at little expense. No 
Marving. ‘osickness. We willmaila boxofit and full 
ticulars In a plain sealed package for + cents for po: tage, ete. 


Hall Chemical Co, Dept. K A, St. Louis, Mo, 


$3 bays cur BREECH LeApene, A mares SHELL 
PECTING SHOTGUN. The Long Ra ze Win- 
mer, one o e stronges ooting an best. 
gauge shotguns made, 
equal to guns 
sell at 87.00 to 810. 


$14.95 


ad equal to guns others sell 
or gon all kinds of cat 


K PISTOL GRIP 


alogue and oar liberal terms offer, cut this ad. out and mail to 


OLD EYES MADE NEW. 


pneumatic 
Tact. mail, 10c. 


A Self 
Care by 
oscillation, for Far Sight, Atrophy, 


OUTE, Box 748, NEW YORK. 


Your Fortune Told Freel 


BY THE yous ing. Book on As 


ing of your life terestin 

trology, if you send the date of your 

for return Our 4 thy 
happy and hope 


MAGAZINE OF ‘22 Willan St., City. 


SEARS, ROEBUCK & CO., CHICAGO, ILL. 


Drunkards 


Quickly Cured at Home—Any Lady Can 
Do it—Costs Nothing to Try. 


A new tasteless discovery which can be ven in 
coffee or fuod. Heartily endorsed by W . U. and 
— rance workers. it does its work 9 silently and 

surely that while the devoted wife, sister or daughter 
looks on, the drunkard is reclaimed even against his wi!! 
and his knowledge. Send nameand address 
to Dr. J. W. Haines, 3441 Gienn Bidg., Cincinnati, O., and 
he rity mail a trial package of Golden oy om ic free to 
show how easily it is to cure drunkards with this remedy. 


HYPNOTISM 


‘Would you achieve business and 
social success; improve your talen‘s; 
gratif your ambitions; cure dis- 
eases and Shad abits; and wield wonderful 
pones andinfluence over others? If so, write 
r our book—by thirty eminent specialists. It 
thoroughly explains all the hidden secrets of 
Hypnotism, Personal Magnetism, Magnetic 
Healing, Ete. It is the most remarkable work 
ofthe century. Positively nothing like it ever 
before published. It has brought success to 
thousands. We guarantee success to you or 
forfeit $1,000.00 in gold. The book is free. A 
postal card from you to-day brings the book to- 
morrow. Address, 


American College of Sclences 
Dept A K 10 420 Walnut Ste 
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RVOUSNES 


Exhausted or Debilitated 
Nerve Force from any Cause 


contains WINCHESTER’S y SPECIE 1G 


This Pill is purely vegetable, has been tested and preseribed by physicians, and has proven to be the best, safest and 
most effective treatment known to medical science for restoring Vitality,no matter how originally caused. Our reim- 
edies are the best of their kind, and contain only the best and purest ingredients that money can buy and science pro- 


duce; therefore we cannot offer free samples. 
Price, ONE DOLLAR Per Box 
by Sealed Mail. 


No Humbug or Treatment Scheme. 


PERSONAL OPINIONS: Dear Sirs: I have used a bottle of your Hypophosphites of Manganese for liver and 
kidney complaints in my own person and recerved much benefit, so | will enclose five 
dollars and will ask you to send me as much as you can by express prepaid forthat amount, until we can get it throngh 


the regular channels. [am conficent it is just what | have 


Hypophosphites of Lime and Soda, and am pleased with the preparation. 


been in search of for many years. tam pre scribing your 
Yours sincerely, br. T. J. WES 


know of no pomety inthe whole Materia Medica equal to your Specific Pill for Nervous Debility.— —ADOLPH 
BEHRE, M. D., Professor of Organic Chemistry and Physiology, New York. 


Send for Free Treatise, Winchester & Co., Chemists, 601 Beekman Bldg., N. Y. 


FOR WEAK LUNGS USE WINCHESTER’S HYPOPHOSPHITES., 


Eat. 1858. 


AND NINETY-FIVE CENTS 


Buys the celcbrated, high grade, 
mew 1902 Model EDGEMERE BICYCLE, 
wheel, any height frame, high grade equipment, 
including hich’ rade guaranteed pncumatic tires, 
handle ba: Teather covered grips, padded saddle, ‘all 
bearing pedals, nickel trimmings, beautifully @nished through- 
out, any color enamel. Strongest Guarantee. 
10.95 for the celebrated 192 Kenweod Bicycle. 
«7 for the celebrated 1902 Elgin King or EKigin Queen Bicycle, 
15.75 for the highest grade 1902 bicycle made our three crown 
el joint, Napoleon or Jose — a W rie with the 
very finest equipment, including } r ight highest 
grade pneumatic tires, a 00 bicycle. 
on any bicycle orde 
For wonderful bicycle 
offer ever heard of, write for our free Bieyele Catalogue. 


SEARS, ROEBUCK & CO., CHICAGO. 
Bicycles Below Cost 


we will sacrifice at less tha 


Mew 1902 Models; 
“Bell $8.7 
“Cossack,” 


We SHIP ON APPROV 
C.O.D. to anyone without a cent 
& allow 10 DAYS FREE T 
before purchase is binding. 


500 good 2nd-hand wheels $3 to $8. 


|are not lacking in this 


or our free catalogues arge tographic 
engravings and ful) descriptions. 4 


MEAD CYCLE GO. 00y1.129T Chicago. 
SONG WRITERS 


meritorious songs and instru- 


mental music on most favor- 
& MUSICIANS able terms. If you are nota 
inusician we will compose 


music to your words. 


GROOM MUSIC CO,, CHICAGO. 


FAT PEOPLE 


i pt reduce youw weight 3 to 4 pounds 
without any radical eh 
whaty ent; no nauseating drugs, no 
dages, nor sickening cathartics. Tam a regu 
practising physician, making 
of the redaction of surplus tlesh: and after 
you have taken my treatment a few weeks you will 
felt better in my life.’ 
"aa “rr AND CERTAIN. 

Ky tre: nt weight will be reduced with- 
out causing wrinkles or flabbiness of skin; heavy ab- 
domen, double chin or other evidences of obesity will 
disappear; your form will acquire symn mg F com- 
plexion will be cleared; troubles of heart idneys. 
stomach or other organs will be remedied; and you 
will be delightfully astonished at the prom itn essand 
ease with which these resultsare accomplished under 
my svstem. Satisfaction guaranteed. Write for my 
hew rook. on “Obesity, Its Cause and Cure 
which will be sent sealed in plain envelope. It will 
convince you. Mention this magazine when writing. 


HENRY C. BRADFORD, M. D. 
B30 East 234 Street, NEW YORK 


Makes Women Beautiful 


Marvelous development accom plished 
by the new and wonderful “ Vestre”’ 
@ethod of enlarging the Female Bust. 
*Flat-chested and unattractive 
women are quickly developed into 
commanding figures that excite 
wonderment and admiration. 

A new and surprisingly effective 
home treatment has been dliscov- 
ered that enlarges the female bust 
at least six inches. Women who 


respect will not be par- 
tic: ae interested, but 

10 by some anfor- 
oak circumstance of 
or Occupation are 
deficient in this develop- 
ment will be very much 
fascinated 5 | the peculiar prominence achieved by the 
treatment. [t is called “ Vestro” and is controlled by 
the well known Aurum Medicine Co, 

There is no doubt about the marvelous power of this 
hew treatment to develop the bust to a gratifying extent. 
Any lady who wishes to know more about Vestro should 
send her name and address to the Aurum Medicine Co. 
They will send free, in plain sealed envelope by mail, a 
new “ beauty book” they have just repared. also photo- 
graphs from life showing theactua! induced 
and a great number of testimonials from physicians, 
chemists and prominent ladies all commending the won- 
derful and remarkable power of Vestro to enlarge the 
bust no matter how flat the chest may be. Do not fail to 
write at once. The beauty book and portraits will de- 
light you, All you need do is to send name and address 

and a two-cent stamp to pa postaee, ae 


TELL FORTUNES 


with WEZARD CARDS. Future trathfully } 
. ‘To convince you we will send cards Free for 
stamp. Velaro, 42d 


St.,New York 


; 
hatever. 
/ 
4 
M4 
} Do finer bicyole at any price. $71. 7 
\ Choice of M. & W. or Record tires 
and best equipment onallour bicycles. | 
Pil 
| 
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OUR OFFERS 


aod mail te as and we wil 
send you free by speure 
mail, postpaid, our latest 
biz Special y, Harness and 
Saddlery Catalogue also the 
most pert) ~ Trial, Pay 
Afier Reeely 
Offer EVER MA 
trom our own fae- 
tories we make, sell 
and ship direet to 
our customers, all 
kinds of BDGGIES, 
SURREYS, WAGONS, 
ete.. at Low ER 
PRICES than an 


in Am 


Made or saved. Print yo 


SEARS, ROEBUCK & CO., CHICAGO, ILL. 
Larger size for 


— books, newspa- 


ZS pers, $18. Type setting 
S 9 easy, printed rules. Send 


logue of presses, 
ease &c., to factory. The 
as Co., Meriden, Coan. 


DEAFNESS curReD 


Deafness is incurable till the cause 
isremoved, Therefore Ear Drums and other artificial aids 
never cure. 95 per cent. of all cases of Deafness is caused 
from Catarrh, and as Catarrh cannot exist under the use 
of ** Actina,” nobody need be Deaf where the Actina 
Pocket Battery is obtainable. Are you seeking a cure? 
Then investigate *¢ Actina.” Write today for @ valu- 
able book—Prof, Wilson's Dictionary of Disease, 

New York & London Electric #20 
Walnut 8t., Kansas City, Mo. Dept. 44 D. 


I had suffered so much from 


indigestion that at times I 
thought I had heart disease. 
I was afraid to be left alone or 
go out alone. 
drugs without good results un- 
til I read about Ripans Tab- 
ules. They have helped me 
so much that I. feel entirely 
cured. They are certainly a 
fine medicine. 


At druggists. 


The Five-Cent packet is enough for an | 


ordinary occasion. The family bottle, 60 
cents, contains a supply for a year. 


erica, 
DON'T BUY 4 RIG U L YOU GET R FREE CATALOGUE. | 


stamp for samples, cata- | 


I tried many | 


The Business End 


PRESIDENT 
SUSPENDER 


works in perfect harmony with 
bend of the body gives 
eomfort in Ever 
rguaranteed. If “President 
8 On the buckles it’s genuine. 
Trimmings can not rust. Made 
in all a, heavy and light 
alsc for boys. Price If not 
to be had at the dealers will be 
sent postpaid on receipt of price. 
State whether you wish them 
light or dark—wide or narrow. 


C. A. EDGARTON MFG. CO. 
Bex 201 B, Shirley, Mass. 


| Ca Case “50° 


Sent prepaid on receipt of 


ENGRAVING © OMPAN 
Chestnut Street, Philadelp 


OLD RELIABLE 


GUARANTEED 


ANTIQUES. 


| Old Colonial Furniture — (Mahogany) — Sofas, 

| Mirrors, Tables of all sorts. Chippendale and 
| other Sideboards, China Closets, High Post Bed- 
|| steads, Dressers, Wardrobes, etc., all old, but in 
| perfect condition. 

Fine old China, Lowestoft, Bristol, etc., in 

reat variety. Rare old Historical Plates, 

itchers, etc. 

Old Russian Samovars, Trays, and many 
other unique things in Brass. 

Large and small Copper Kettles, Jardinieres, 
etc. 

Pewter Platters, Plates and Tankards. Paul 
Revere and Ship Lanterns. Candlesticks in 
Pewter, Brass, Glass and Sheffield Piate. 

Old Colonial Clocks and a thousand other 
things of interest to lovers of Antiques. Cata- 
logue and Price List on request. 

t the sign of 


The Covet Kettle. 
Mrs. Ada M. Roberts, 
2455 Michigan Avenue, Chicago. 


: 
ADVERTISEMENTS. xv a 
— 
| 
SAA | 
LA 
\ 
ii 
‘ALOG 
FREE 
HOW TO, | 
4 
4 
‘ 
3 
j 
| 
—— 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


Special Advertising Wagon 


If you want an Advertising Wagon and want one that 
is really an advertisement, buy a “ Henderson Special.” We 
have them from $150 upwards. Our No. 78 is the finest 
wagon we build. 


We carry in stock over 2,500 Vehicles of all kinds. We 
sell direct to the user, being the largest manufacturers of 
absolutely custom made wagons in the country. 


HENDERSON BROS. 


No. 2067 Massachusetts Avenue 
NO. CAMBRIDGE, MASS. 


The saying is: What you can’t find at Henderson Bros., you 
can't find anywhere. 
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Pictures . 
Worth Framing 


are made with the Pocket Poco, the small. 
est complete camera. Weighs 17 ounces. 
Measures 1% in. thick, 444 in. wide, 534 in. 
high. Makes a picture 4% Not 


bet “a 
Pocket 
Poco 


is fitted with a rapid rectilinear 
lens and iris diaphragm; an auto # ag 
matic shutter of adjustable = 
-inch bellows; a permanent groun 
Price, Comprete, $9.00 glass for accurate focusing; a perfect 
finder for snap-shot work; an actuated spring-back for the use of 
PLATES OR FILMS. See it at the dealer’s, or send for Peaf iayd 
book describing full line of Pocos for 1902. ; “st j 


ROCHESTER CAMERA AND SUPPLY COMPANY eens A 
537 Poco Street, Rochester Age 


¥ 


Are you going to a Picnic? 
Are you going Camping? 
Are you going Fishing? 
Are you going Yachting? 
Are you going Hunting ? 
Or are you going to stay at home? 


If so, remember that 


TRADE MARK. 


is not only a luxury, but where once used becomes the indispensable. 
If hungry eat it It is a powdered combination of pure cream, loaf 
Ifthi drink i sugar and cocoa flour from selected cocoa beans. 
thirsty drin t Needs only boiling water to make food or drink. 
It is pure, wholesome and delicious ; a child can use it right. 
Prize recipe book free for the asking. %-lb. can (trial size), 30c. stamps, 
5-lb. can $1.97, P. O. order, Delivered, all charges paid, to any address in the 
United States or Canada. 


L. A. ROBERTS & CO., 72 Main Street, Danvers, Mass. 
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Can you break 

av cof- 

ee? t proba- 

bly is the cause 
of your dyspepsia, 

weak heart, kidney 

trouble, sour stom- 

ach, an inactive brain 

and nervous prostra- 

tion. You can easily 

iy break the bands that hold 
LY you to coffee by using 
Sey Postum Food Coffee, for it 
requires no effort to slip off 
coffee drinking for well-made 
Postum, and the change in 
health is miraculous in many 
cases. Postum is a food drink, 
rich in flavor, with none of the in 
jurious effects of coffee. All grocers. 


STRAW HATS 


SENNET ano $3 


ROUGH 


PANAMAS 


Agents in all principal cities. 
Catalog for the asking 


Afawes Hat @mpany 


New York 
Broadway, Cor. 18th St. 
Broadway, Cor. 80th St. 
Broadway, Astor House 


“ AMERICA’S 
SUMMER 
RESORTS” 


This is one of the most complete 
publications of its kind, and will 
assist those who are wondering where 
they will go to spend their vacation 
this summer. 

It contains a valuable map, in ad- 
dition to much interesting informa- 
tion regarding resorts on or reached 
by the 


NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 


A copy will be sent free, postpaid, to any ad- 

on receipt of a two-cent stamp, by George 

H. Daniels, General Passenger Agent. New York 

Central & Hudson River Railroad, Grand Cen- 
tral Station, New York. 


STEVENS 


THERE are thousands of sportsmen looking forward 
to their annual hunting expedition. Many are prob- 


not equipped with a reliable FIREARM, and 


without one what pleasure is therein shooting? For 
38 years our ARMS have been recognized as STAND- 
ARD. We makea large line of RIFLES, PISTOLS 
and SHOTGUNS, and to increase interest in Rifle prac- 
tice we are offering $1,000.00 in CASH PRIZES for 
the best targets made with STEVENS rifles. Send 
for our CONTEST book, which contains full particu- 
lars and conditions. 

Ask your dealer for a STEVENS and don't 
accept something ‘‘just as oy Send 
= our new catalog No. 50. It is full of interest to 
shooters. 


J. STEVENS ARMS & TOOL CO. 
168 MAIN STREET, 
CHICOPEE FALLS, MASS. 
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